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	1. The story changes, not the players

AN: So, some of you are going to want to kill me over this but I'm rewriting S&S and retitling it Synthetics & Sinners. I've had a somewhat rough couple months and I just cannot get back to where I was, but what I can do apparently is start somewhat fresh.

You guys who have followed me might be ticked off, or furious, or something past that like blinded by pure rage, but if I'm being bluntly honest I'm not writing this for you guys, I'm writing it for me.

That being said, this is not just me adding more stuff, I've changed backstories, some parts will be removed/streamlined/changed, and there will be substantially more Spectre content before I jump to ME 1. Some of this will be based off of ideas I had afterward and regretted not being able to change, while some are from discussions I have had with some of my readers.

S&S

**What does it mean to be human? Some would argue that it simply means being the dominant species on this planet of ours, others will argue that there is some divine spark inside of us that makes us, special. **

**But I disagree.**

**I believe that what it means to be human, is to know that you are going to die. To have to wrestle daily with that fact that despite whatever you do, that one day you are going to cease to be.**

**Until today. **

**Today I am revealing to the world the first step to a world without death, the first step to ascending beyond what it means to be human.**

-Azime Cerci, CEO and Founder of Beacon Technologies, 2061 CE

S&S

"_What do you mean you have another mission!?" The angry tone of her Father caused the young girl to flinch from her hiding place near her bedroom door, he never yelled in front of her but she knew that he and Mommy did when they thought he was asleep._

_She figured that he just missed her because she was gone so much, but she didn't get why he didn't understand why Mommy had to leave, she went out and got rid of the bad people so that other people didn't get hurt. And if she understood that, then why didn't Daddy?_

_She spotted her Mother through the crack in the door, already in her combat gear while her blonde hair was pulled back in a tight ponytail, "John, I know you don't like it, but I can't just leave Jack to deal with this all by himself. I know you don't like him, or what we do, but if he loses it we are all in trouble."_

_A growl escaped from her Dad, "And what about us? What about your fucking Daughter, Hannah?" _

_For a brief second Evalyn saw a flicker of something cross her Mom's face, before she whispered something to her Dad, who just seemed to deflate, "That wasn't your fault." He sighed as he pulled her in close, "You're her hero, nothing can change that." _

_A chuckle emerged from the blonde woman, "Don't make a girl a promise that you can't keep." But she stayed in the embrace for a while, before shooting a look over her shoulder, "Shouldn't you be in bed, young lady?" _

_Evalyn let out a small noise of surprise as she darted back towards her bed, the door creaking open a few moments later as her Mother settled at the side of the bed, "I'm sorry for having to leave to soon, Eva." The smaller blonde just gave her Mother a look of pure adoration, "But you have to go out and make sure people are safe." The sheer amount that the girl believed in her statement caused Hannah's breath to hitch, leaning over and pulling the girl into a tight hug._

"_I love you, Evalyn." The girl just hummed contentedly, "Love you too, Mommy." _

She was dimly aware of a tone chiming in her ear, _as Hannah pulled away, "I'll be home before you know it, Evalyn-" "_C_o_mmander? Commander, we're about two hours from Akuze."

Eva jerked awake, glancing blearily around the small cabin that her rank entitled her to, "I'm awake, Toombs. Go and pester someone else." A sigh filled the cabin as her mind returned to the rapidly fading dream of a memory, the last time she had seen her Mother alive.

Hannah Shepard had never returned from that mission, the Batarian's had slammed a damaged ship into the structure that her Mother's squad had been using for cover, leaving no remains to fill the empty coffin that occupied the family plot back on Earth.

But it had pushed the younger girl to follow in her Mother's footsteps, even after she lost her Father years later she kept going, and now here she was.

Lieutenant-Commander Evalyn M. Shepard, N7. A smile flickered on her face at the last title, the N7 program had only been in its infancy when Hannah had served, but she knew the woman would be proud of her.

Her Father, her Grandfather, even Anderson, had wanted her to follow in the family legacy of leaders of the fleet. Hell she had been groomed to take over the Alliance's R&D division from the moment she fabricated her first drone. And while it was petty, she would be lying if she said that she hadn't enjoyed the surprise on her Grandfather's face when she informed him she was joining the marines.

She yanked on her gear with mechanical precision, before lastly grabbing the visor from the nearby desk that fit over her right ear, a display extending forward to cover her eye, which after a few seconds had linked up with her artificial left eye's HUD.

By now everyone should be getting assembled, and so she made her way towards the briefing room, noting that Toombs must have awoken her first as there was no one else present.

She chuckled at that, Toombs had potential, but the man tried too hard to ingratiate himself with the officers. She moved over to the tactical table and began to input the data they had on the colony of Rust, named after the color of Akuze's soil.

Rust had gone silent a week ago with no communication but a repeating distress signal, and Evalyn's unit had been scrambled to investigate aboard the SSV Warsaw, an older but still serviceable Cruiser that had served with distinction during the FCW.

A trio of footsteps caused her to glance up as her squad leaders entered the room, Hale Smith their resident combat engineer from Arcturus,James Smith who was as generic as his name but overall a solid squad leader, and Thomas Barros who led the unit's small force of shocktroopers.

She tapped the table causing the display to light up with what they knew had been the colonies layout, Rust was an UNAS colony which meant that it had to follow certain protocols in how it was setup so they at least had an idea of how to approach the situation.

"Hale, central communications are located in this building here," she gestured towards a squat building near the edge of the colony, "Hopefully this was just an equipment malfunction that we can fix, and then be on our way. "

She dragged her finger along the display, leaving behind a light blue line on the display, "James, I want you to take the whatever men Hale doesn't need and do a circle of the colony in our vehicles. Report anything you notice as suspicious, if nothing is off I want you to pull in towards the colony and begin setting up a perimeter."

She tapped several buildings on the display, "Armory, emergency supplies, and fabricators, Barros I want you and your men to investigate all three buildings to see if anything is missing. If we haven't figured out what the fuck is going on by then, start checking each and every building in the colony."

She let out a sigh, "This is a small colony, only about 300 souls and we all know that UNAS doesn't give a shit as long as they claimed it first. So lets actually help these people."

That got some nods from her Lieutenants, but they were soon cut off by the comm system about them activating, _"Commander, we just got in scanning range, you're going to want to see this."_

"Can you patch it down to tactical?" No response came but the table quickly began to pulse as it received the data being forwarded to it, and as the image flickered into view a low whistle escaped from Barros, "That's bad."

The colony was beyond simply being damaged, it was destroyed.

Shepard just starred at the sheer level of destruction, it didn't make sense for pirates, or even Batarian's to do so much superfluous damage, so what could have done this. An angry growl escaped her lips, "Come on, we're not going to learn anything from up here. Smith, I want you to start from the colony then work your way out, Hale and Barros your orders remain the same. Let's see if we can get some answers, finding survivors though is our primary objective."

S&S

The nearby terminal began to chirp at her, causing the woman to angrily glare at it before she opened the channel, "You're not supposed to use this line unless it's important, Steven."

The grizzled face of the Admiral of fifth fleet filled the screen, "Is the Akuze project still active? Or did he have it deactivated."

An eyebrow raised at the statement, "And why would you be asking that? It isn't like you to get involved any more then you have to."

The man's eyes hardened, "This is important, Hannah."

The blonde woman sighed as she turned around in her chair to access the file in question, "Report here says that the colony beacon was left active, the others were deactivated, that seems," her mouth tilted downwards into a frown, "Sloppy."

She turned to see that Hackett's face had visibly paled as his eyes seemed unfocused, "Steven, what's wrong?"

Her voice seemed to shake him out of his stupor, "Second fleet just dispatched a team to investigate Akuze. Hannah, Evalyn was the leader of the team they sent."

The mention of her long separated Daughter slammed into the older woman like a fist to her gut, a soundless cry trying to emerge from her lips. She had seen the result of the initial experiment, and while it had shown that the creatures had tremendous potential for destruction they were almost impossible to control.

And now Evalyn was in the middle of this mess.

Her gaze hardened as it landed on Hackett, "Then fix this, recall her, do something!"

The man's eyes flashed with pity momentarily as he allowed himself to not be the Admiral but instead be the man who had been her Husband's best friend, but then that was gone and all she got was a growled, "I did do something. I called you."

The man sighed, "I'm moving a medical frigate into position that will be ready if there is any distress signal sent out by the marines on the ground, but Hannah I can't just unilaterally act on intel I'm not supposed to have."

The unspoken fact that she could did not go unheard.

"Thank you, Steven." She tried, and failed, to muster a smile for the man, but all he did was shake his head, "Thank me if you get there in time."

Hannah made her way to her feet as she grabbed whatever gear she thought she may need for this situation, before finally tapping a contact icon on her omni, "Miri, I need you to prep a ship for us, and make sure it is ready to receive wounded."

There was no response, but she knew that Miranda would have it done by the time she arrived.

Miranda, the girl was for all intents and purposes her child save for the fact that they shared no genetic connection. But after staging her death the blonde had found herself bonding with the broken teenager, perhaps it had been selfish of her to replace Evalyn, but she had only to remind herself why she had cut ties with her family in the first place.

Saren, the Turian Spectre blamed her and Jack for the fall of his brother to madness, and had in no uncertain terms informed her of what would happen to her family if she continued as a relatively untouchable public figure. The Turian was bloodthirsty, and he wanted her to suffer, but he also wanted to avoid trouble on his end of the matter.

And so she had chosen to sacrifice her life as Hannah Shepard, in the hope that Saren Arterius would keep his word. At first it seemed that he had, until John had died four years later and Evalyn had been severely injured.

She had been just about to step into the girl's hospital room when Jack had appeared dragging her away from the child that seemed so small in the hospital bed. He told her that yes, Saren had been involved in the hit, but the Turian had actually tried to decline the mission. Which had forced Hannah to concede that the Turian was still trying to uphold his end of the bargain. Trying though, and actually doing it was two entirely different matters.

And that was when Miranda had entered the picture, and Hannah had selfishly allowed herself to bond with the young woman.

The same Miranda that stood at the foot of one of the numerous ships in the hanger bay, tapping away at her Omni before her eyes flicked up, "The crew is just hooking in the mobile surgery suite and then we will be able to takeoff. Do we have a destination?"

Hannah gave a small nod as she walked by, "Akuze."

She knew that if Evalyn ever discovered the truth she would never forgive her, she had long since accepted that fact. But Hannah was still her mother, and what mother could knowingly do nothing if their child's life was in danger.

S&S

The dropship rocked violently as the strong winds of Akuze slammed into it, causing Evalyn to wish she was piloting even if the rest of the marines were of the opposite mindset.

"_We've hit the ground, Ma'am. Performing initial sweep of the colony." _James' voice over the comm's distracted her from the lack of control she had over her current situation, "Good, we'll be touching down shortly, mark anything of interest on the tactical net."

The dropship's hatch swung downwards as the rest of the marines jumped from the hovering vehicle, the hatch already beginning to close before Evalyn had hit the ground, the pilot being eager to return back to the ship. The Warsaw had been pulled from her regular patrol to drop the team off here, and the Captain had informed her that a Batarian vessel had been spotted nearby which would necessitate him moving his ship out of orbit to investigate. Evalyn had of course understood, but the idea of being alone on this planet didn't sit well with her.

"Alright, we'll be moving up the route that James' squad already covered and until we link up with Hale's squad at the logistics building. If you spot something call it out, but don't investigate on your own. If you think you spot a survivor be cautious the Batarian's like to booby trap the survivors."

"_Ma'am, I'm at the emergency beacon but somethings wrong." _Shepard frowned, letting herself drift into the middle of the formation, "What's the problem, Hale?"

"_The beacon is standard issue alliance hardware." _

"Okay, so what is the problem?" She knew the moment Hale had said it that something was wrong, but the answer wasn't coming to her so she had to trust the engineer's judgement, _"This is a UNAS colony, they would never use current gen equipment on a startup colony."_

"Can you disable the beacon?" The response was almost instantaneous, _"No, the damn thing is rigged to the building's eezo core. I toy with it and all that I'll have accomplished is making another hole in this colony, or a hole of this colony fuck this place has a big reactor." _Shepard's mind was already processing the likely outcomes of what that meant, the foremost being that this was a trap, "Warsaw, we need immediate evac, turn those birds around."

When no response came her frown deepened, "Warsaw, Warsaw come in. Fuck!" She noted the nervousness on the marines near her, "Everyone we're going to rendezvous with Hale's squad now, double-time."

As the marine's began to move her hand was pressed against her ear, "James, see if you can punch through this interference with the Mako. If you can't then all squad's are to rendezvous at Hale's location and then we'll move away from the Colony, that jammer has to have a range on it." What the hell was going on here, if the beacon only blocked outbound signals then someone didn't want the locals knowing that anything was wrong until it was too late, what the fuck had they gotten themselves into?

The moment her hand dropped she noticed Toombs giving her a worried look, "Something wrong, Corporal?" The man looked away but he apparently had enough courage to ask his question, "Do you think it was the Batarian's, Ma'am?"

"No."

Her answer seemed to surprise him, "Why not?"

A sigh escaped her lips, "Because when the Batarian's decide to destroy a colony instead of just raiding it, they don't love behind anything but glass."

Just before arriving at the comm center they were joined by Barros' men, the heavily armored man himself just shook his head when he approached her, "I don't know what the hell hit this place, but whatever it was, the damn thing was strong."

She brought herself to a stop, "You think this was an animal, some kind of local wildlife?"

Barros face showed his own uncertainty, "Some of it for sure, I mean the armory is empty but the fabricators are still there." He sighed, "The damage to the buildings though," he hefted up his omni showing a picture take from inside one of the nearby structures, "Look, there is a hole big enough for three marines to walk through that went through four layers of fabricated materials. I don't know of any weapon or piece of equipment that can do that."

Hale's squad came out of the building, the brunette scowling as she did so, "I don't know what James is doing but I managed to get as many of the colony's systems online that I could, and the seismic sensors are going through the roof."

Both Barros and her turned to each other as they realized the implication of that, "James, don't take the Mako's into the colony. Get the hell out of them and start running!"

"_Ma'am, did you just order us to- "_ His transmission was cut-off as a sudden high pitched shriek filled the air. "James? James? Fuck will someone answer me!"

Before an answer could come the ground before them suddenly shifted as an enormous form emerged from the group, the force of its appearance sent Evalyn flying into a nearby building while those marines still standing began to fire upon the dust shrouded creature.

She grabbed the Sabre rifle off of her back, sighting on the huge form she could see writhing inside the red cloud floating in the air. A nearby marine let out of surprised scream as a massive tentacle slammed down on her form, Barros in the meanwhile seemed to materialize from the red haze that filled the area, as the shotgun in his hands flared as it blew the tentacle off of the prone human.

Evalyn stumbled toward them, beginning to bend down to help the man pull the injured woman to safety, but stopped as she found both her and Barros starring at the woman's body. Acid had eaten through the armor, and the flesh underneath, "What the hell is this thing?"

She activated her tactical net as a holographic projection of the battlefield appeared before her, "Hale how large of an explosion will that generator cause?"

"_I don't know, a fucking big one!" _

She nodded as a plan came to her mind, "Hale I need you to turn on the fabricators, the creature should be attracted to the vibrations. I want all squads to move out of the colony while I detonate the generator."

"_Ma'am, I can handle the generator." _Before she could respond to Hale's comment Barros tackled her to the ground as one of the larger tentacles swiped at her, "How the hell do you know that, Ma'am?! For all you know they might ignore it and just go for us."

She shot him a glare, "This creature is subterranean, it would need to be able to sense vibrations to hunt." As she shoved him off of she spoke into her mic, "Plus I never said I was going to blow myself up, but I'm better with technology than you, Lieutenant. We can't risk it going off too early, but I'm extremely doubtful that we have a lot of time either to sit around and talk about this!"

She paused before she let out a breath to clear her mind of the chaos around her, "Any other questions."

As no response came she just nodded to herself, "Move out marines, good luck."

She scrambled to her feet before making a beeline for the structure in question, her HUD highlighting obstructions through the haze that had been relayed to it through the other soldiers' suits allowing her to avoid the worst of the obstructions that littered the street.

The moment she stepped inside the building she could feel the thrum of the fabricators that were located in the building, "Okay, that might attract its attention sooner then I hoped."

She took off at a dash through the structure her footsteps echoing oddly in the abandoned building, her omni glowing as she quickly forged the small device she intended to use on the booby trapped device. It was about the most simplistic machine you could make, one that simply let out an electrical charge when triggered.

Which in theory should set off the beacon, which should in turn make this colony into a crater, "theory," she muttered to herself as she skidded to a halt in front of the object in question.

Of course she could also, theoretically, trigger the damn thing the moment she touched it, but that was a risk she was going to have to take, "but first."

Her arm glowed as she did a quick scan of the device, her higher grade omni letting her take a more detailed look at its inner workings than Hale had been able to, a victorious smirk pulled at her lips as she realized that the casing was indeed not linked to any triggers. Her omni flash manufactured the tools she needed as she needed them, allowing her to quickly unhook a large panel from the device, which soon found itself tossed across the room the moment it was free.

She was midway through installing the device when the shriek of tortured metal filled the room, she glanced up only to be met with the sight of the building's hardened roof, the same roof that was rated to be used on some of the most hostile environments in the galaxy, being melted right in front of her. Which only became more surreal as the substantially weakened metal was peeled apart like the top of a ration pack by the massive creature.

This was her first true look at the thing, and it was hideous with numerous tentacles coming off of its thick wormlike trunk of a body. The grasping limbs began to surge forward but she had already grabbed the rifle laying next to her the moment it had began its assault on the roof, but instead of targeting the body she sighted the appendages that were making their way swiftly toward her.

She managed to connect with three of them, each one recoiling reflexively from the Sabre's rounds, before they snaked around her. She could already smell the stench of corroding metal as the acid coating the creature's limbs went to work.

One limb in particular wrapped around her neck and Evalyn tried to bite back a scream as the acid quickly ate though the thinner bodysuit which was that area's sole protection, but it escaped her throat regardless of her intention as she felt the skin below begin to be exposed to the substance.

Then as if by an act of God, she was let go. Her body hitting the ground heavily, and she became very aware of how her leg bent awkwardly under her armored weight at an angle which only elicited another groan of pain. She pushed through that pain however as she attempted to quickly pull herself back together, idly noting that she was being helped to her feat by Corporal Toombs, "I thought I gave everyone an order to get the hell out of here."

The man just shrugged, "Saving my CO's life on my first mission and this is the thanks I get." He began to move towards the exit only to be halted by a shake of her head, "Need to finish this, cover me." She hobbled over to her previous station as she worked to finish up where she had left off.

The man opened his mouth as if to argue but instead gave her a small nod, as he hefted the grenade launcher off his back and pointed it at the hole that exposed the room to the sky. The work itself took only a couple of minutes, but it felt like an eternity but finally she gave a tired nod, "Alright let's get out of here."

The detonator was linked through her internal systems, and just for good measure she made sure that it would go off if she were to flatline, at least then she could be confident that if the Warsaw was still in scanning range she would investigate the situation.

The pair had only made it halfway across the open terrain in front of the building, mostly thanks to her hobbled walk, when the ground began to rumble beneath their feet. Shepard sighed as she knew there was no way the Corporal would leave her side, so she did the only thing she could think of that would make sure at least one of them made it out alive, and so she drew on what limited biotic ability she had and pushed Toombs as far away from the epicenter as she could, "Run!"

She barely even registered the pain her biotics caused as the creature's maw closed on her body, instead her eyes were wide saucers as she found herself lifted over the haze that had settled over the colony, and she could see at least a dozen of the shrieking creatures surrounding the killing field that was Rust.

And as hope drained from her, a cruel smile formed on her features as she activated the makeshift bomb.

At least I'm taking you down with me, was the final thought that filled her mind before the world turned white.

S&S

Her world became pain, and in that pain she lost track of time, of who she even was. All she had was the pain that permeated every molecule of her being.

And her attempt to escape it.

S&S

Hannah blanched at the sight before her, her omni held up track any signs of life in the area. Miranda stood by her side, a frown on her face, "I triggered one of the alternate devices a few miles away, but there is no guarantee there won't be some of those creatures still in the area."

The older woman nodded, "Then we'll have to find her quickly then." Miranda shot her a glance that obviously asked what they were to do if they didn't find the Commander, but Hannah ignored it for now and simply focused on the task at hand.

She moved towards the crater that had been the colony, while Miranda began to move around the battlefield that the area surrounding the former outpost of civilization had become. The blonde found her pace quickening to a run when her omni detected a heat source ahead, coming from one of the still partially standing buildings that had sat on the edge of the habitat.

The entrance was blocked loosely with rubble, but it only delayed her for a minute or two before she pushed her way inside, her omni illuminating the area in an orange glow.

As soon as she was in the chamber a male's voice quietly called out, "Commander, is that you?" The voice came from her right, and as she turned her head she saw a wounded marine that was obviously not her Daughter.

She knelt down, "No, but I'm looking for her. Did you see what happened to the Commander?"

The man opened his mouth to speak but only succeeded in coughing a few times before Hannah pulled a small canteen from her hip, grabbing the man's jaw she caught his gaze, "I'm going to give you some water, drink it slow or you're going to choke on it."

After a few moments she lowered the item, growling out her question again, "Where is she?"

The man shook his head, "I don't know, one of those creature's appeared and she hit me with one of those biotic shoves to get me out of the way. Next thing I know is that I can hear her screams and then the bomb detonated just a few moments after." His head dropped, "I fell into one of those thing's tunnels, I managed to pull myself into this building but there was some quake, maybe it was one of those creatures, and then the exit was blocked." His voice dropped to a whisper, "I was so tired."

"_Mother, I've found her. She, she doesn't look good." _

Hannah nodded at Miranda's news, reaching a hand out to rest on the young marine, "Thank you for your help." And then she activated her gauntlet, letting electricity arc from her suit into his, she would feel bad for giving him to Jack's mad scientists but she would need to justify saving Evalyn to him somehow and bribery always helped.

But she could come back and grab him when Evalyn was seen to, and so she took off at a run through the loose soil of Akuze.

Miranda was already hard at work using her medical training in an attempt to stabilize the sheer degree of damage done the younger human. She had lost both her right limbs, and there was substantial damage done to what armor remained on her right side, but until she cracked it open she had no idea if the flesh underneath was compromised or not.

What was more amazing was that the woman in front of her had dragged herself for nearly a kilometer using only her remaining arm.

But now wasn't the time to reflect on the absurd pain tolerance the subject possessed, now was the time for her to do her job, even if she was only doing this for her Mother's sake.

She dropped the pack she had slung across her shoulders, and began to deploy the hover stretcher so that once Hannah arrived they could move the girl without delay.

Girl, what a silly way to describe an individual who had set most of the records at the N school in Rio.

The sound of approaching footsteps caused her to glance upwards at the oncoming figure of Hannah Shepard, or as The Illusive Man still called her Eva Core. The women's shared mother came to a halt just shy of the prone form of her biological child, but then the woman's eyes hardened as she gestured for Miranda to grab the upper portion of Evalyn's body while she handled the lower half.

The pair tried to make it as smooth as possible but a muted scream of pain still emerged from the damaged human's helmeted head, Hannah's face visibly paled but she quickly schooled her reaction, "Miri, take her back to the ship and start whatever treatment you can. I need to pick up a present for Jack before we take off."

Miranda gave her a brisk nod as she tapped a control causing the platform that Evalyn was situated on to lift upwards, and as she made her way to the ship she didn't deny that the thought of simply eliminating the blonde in her care was not an unattractive option to her.

But Mother would never forgive her if she found out, and Miranda Lawson hated ifs.

S&S

Evalyn awoke to the sound of raised voices, one was unfamiliar and tinged with an unfamiliar accent, while the other was hauntingly the opposite.

The unfamiliar one was speaking, words finally beginning to make themselves understood to the Commander's addled mind, "doing the best I can but this equipment isn't designed for this level of damage, and I sure as hell don't have the ability to create even inadequate cybernetic replacements for her, let alone one's to the sophistication that she requires."

The one she recognized replied, "I just need you to keep her alive, Miri. Steven has a medical frigate in position, you just need to keep her stabilized for a few more hours and then this is all over."

Eva tried to push herself up, realizing that was a mistake when pain suddenly bloomed in her chest, alarms like sirens began to blare around her as a gasp of pain escaped her lips, she vaguely acknowledged the accented voice cursing in the background.

A woman whom most would call gorgeous appeared above her, her hands moving with the swiftness that only came from experience working under pressure. But that was not the figure that drew her attention, instead her eyes bored into a face that was a mirror of her own, Evalyn's mouth tried and failed several times to speak before a whisper emerged, "Mother?"

Hannah leaned down over her, and before the younger Shepard could realize what was happening had pushed an injector against her neck, "Sleep, Evalyn. In the morning this will all be just a bad dream."

S&S

Hackett let out a sigh as he entered the medical frigate, the crew was all his people so he had no worry that word of the transfer that had just occurred would get out. The Warsaw too had been bought off, but he now owed several favors to Admiral Drescher that he wished he didn't.

But he had made a promise to an old friend to look after his child, and if he was being fully honest maybe this incident would finally get the girl to fall in line.

He had spoken to the rest of the Admirality about this, including talking to Harrison Shepard for the first time in nearly half a decade, and they were all onboard with the plan.

Evalyn Shepard was going to put her God given talents to use for the Alliance, one way or another.

S&S

Credit Song: This Time Tomorrow by The Kinks

AN: There you go, intro chapter. Later one's you should expect to be longer but I didn't want to drag this thing out too much.

Obviously Hannah/Eva and Evalyn's relation has been substantially altered, which is going to please some people greatly, other's might hate it but it fits better with how I wanted Hannah to be and I just couldn't pull it off since I had her as too central a part of Evalyn's life.

That being said I really need to work on my consistency, Evalyn was originally inspired as an engineer who was terrible with biotics and sucked at close range. Which somehow morphed into her being a brawler who barely used tech aside for when the plot demanded it once we got in ME 1 proper. I realize all of this was my fault for not having planned this story out better, which is what I've been working on since I last updated.

I was originally going to take down the originals, but there is a quote that I love which paraphrased essentially says that, 'An edit is the most violent of actions that an author can take, and that we mourn the murdered word.' So I'll be keeping them up, if only so you guys can use it to focus Sith like anger at me.

Anyway if you want to curse me out send me a PM and I'll gladly deal with your anger, otherwise use the buttons below because I'm supposed to say that.


	2. Toy soldier

AN: Well I'm glad to see that, as of the moment I'm writing this, that the first chapter has been well received.

Themes will be redone, as obviously the old one's don't match the new take on some characters. You can honestly blame this theme for why I wanted to do this reboot so badly. (Also kind of wish FF would let us insert links)

Character Theme(s):

Hannah/Eva & Evalyn: Red Like Roses Part II by Jeff and Casey Williams
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_Beacon Technologies stock saw a surge yesterday following a surprise announcement by CEO, Azime Circe. While cybernetic enhancement has become a common sight in many parts of the world, the reveal of fully synthetic bodies that can extend a human life past that of the body has caused both approval and uproar across the globe. There have been thousands of calls to the Government to have this technology banned from all UNAS territories, but civil rights groups have been lobbying hard since the moment the announcement ended to protect their right to reside in whatever body they so choose… (Continued on page A-2)_

-Washington Post, 2061 CE
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**Four Months After Akuze**

The blonde woman growled as she continued to punish the heavy bag in front of her, sweat caused the loose shirt to cling to her form, though tellingly not her right arm. Finally, with a shout of effort she slammed her right fist into the object of her ire, causing the object to rock on its mount despite the tension being set to the maximum.

She made her way over to where a towel and a bottle of water was waiting for her, grumbling as she moved the artificial arm through several different poses, four months and her replacement limbs still didn't feel right. The leg wasn't as bad, but the arm was a continual work in progress as she was continually uncovering new flaws in the design.

As she retired to her corner of the room she used that opportunity to size up the quartet that had been watching her since she had arrived, most of them looked like marines freshly returned from their first tour, but the one in the front she recognized as Rear Admiral Mikhailovich's son, whose name escaped her at this moment. Which meant he was likely both stupid, and charmingly hostile to both aliens and enhanced humans.

Then again that was the norm this deep in human space, Arcturus rarely allowed aliens on board, and there had yet to be a single alien allowed into the Sol system, at least officially.

Deciding that now was the time to make their move the group of men made their way towards her, the Admiral's son had the type of grin on his face that only those with a complete lack of understanding of their own abilities could possess.

The man leaned back on his heels, "You're, Shepard, right?"

She sighed as she pushed her hair back, letting her mismatched orbs bore into him, it was an unsubtle method to unnerve people, but effective, "Yes, can I help you, Lieutenant?"

The big man gave her a smirk, "The boys wanted to know if you could beat me in a sparring session, we just got back from our tour and none of them were a challenge. I figured if I had the chance I should start at the top."

She knew she shouldn't, but she also really wanted to hit him if she was being honest, "Fine."

The group was obviously surprised by her agreement as the three men behind him began to whisper among themselves as she pushed through them, stopping in the middle of the marked off area she turned to glance back at the man who hadn't moved since she had agreed, "Are you coming, or was that just talk?"

His hangers-on's gave a chuckle at that, which just served to fuel the petty anger that was no doubt coursing through his veins. He stormed across the room to take his position opposite of her as he took up the standard alliance hand to hand stance, Evalyn in turn mirrored him but she was leading with her left instead of her right.

He moved first, a powerful but clumsy swing which she just backed out of, darting in to slam a left into his torso which the large man just shrugged off. He smirked victoriously while her own face was a mask, though she could concede that at least he was in shape, even if he was an idiot.

A crowd was already beginning to form around the pair, though not many were cheering for her she noted, not that she was surprised having become essentially a non-person to the Alliance military since Akuze. And those that had been ambivalent to her had quickly changed sides when her, difficulties, in adjusting had surfaced.

She dodged or blocked his next combination, before hooking her left leg behind his resulting in the overextended marine falling face first into the mat. She moved a few paces back as she let him get to his feet, her face reflecting how bored she felt about this fight so far.

Her opponent glared at her as he pushed himself to his feet, a growled question emerging from his mouth, "Do you plan on fighting?"

"Do you plan on making me?" She was fairly certain it was her emotionless tone, and not the words themselves that caused him to surge forward with a surprising amount of speed, forcing her reflexes to dictate her action resulting in her blocking the blow on her artificial arm.

The moment she blocked the strike she knew that he realized what he had hit, her injuries had been kept under wraps so it was not something the rank and file knew about. Before he could say anything she lashed out, pushing him back with a series of strikes as she danced inside of his guard.

At least until the mat under her feet shifted and she caught a fist on her chin, she stumbled backwards noting that two of his lackeys were suspiciously near the edge of the mat that had betrayed her, but had little time to bother with that when her opponent surged at her again.

But she was done with this little game, more importantly she was done with being a show for these marines, and so she caught the oncoming fist with her replacement appendage, yanking him forward so that he stumbled past her only to be knocked to the ground with a swipe from her leg.

"Stay down. This match is done."

She could hear him already pushing himself to his feet, a sigh escaping her lips as she was forced to deal with someone who just couldn't handle their own failings. She turned to regard the man, noting that he was bleeding from his nose, likely having hit the mat badly from his fall. His eyes had the type of anger in them that caused people to do stupid things, and as he opened his mouth she knew she wasn't going to be disappointed, "Fucking, synthetic bitch, this match is done when I say it's done."

That stopped her cold, as a flare of anger burst to life from her chest. She found herself wordlessly propelled towards him as her pulse throbbed inside of her skull, casually catching the punch that he threw at her. But stupid to the extreme he just smirked at her, "So you get any other fun bits added along with the arm?"

"Well this can be pretty fun," and with that she squeezed, the man's screams caused the crowd to recoil from the pair, and as he dropped to his knees thanks to the inhuman pressure she was able to apply to the, oh so fragile, bones of his hand, she felt a ghost of a smile form on her face. "I'd demand an apology, but I know that you are too stupid to realize you overstepped." She squeezed again causing another fresh bout of blubbering, "Next time you decide to run that mouth of your, just remember this moment."

She slammed her left fist into his skull, causing her opponent to slump to the ground like a piece of meat, "If you can remember this moment that is."

Her eyes were drawn to her still trembling fist, noting for the first time the biotic field that had wrapped itself around her hand. She had hoped the flareups would start to fade, but four months and it didn't seem like that was going to be the case.

She turned from the slumped form, and began to make her way towards where her few items in the room lay, noting that the throng of people around the ring hadn't begun to disperse she just kept moving forward, "Either make a hole, or I will." She let her biotics flare intentionally this time for good measure, quickly resulting in people stumbling to get out of the blonde's path.

As she stuffed her things into the bag she had brought with her she quickly made her way out of the room. She just wanted to get back to her room and shower, before she found herself forced to sit and listen to another lecture that Anderson was no doubt going to give her.
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He found her sequestered in the corner of the mess hall glaring at the food in front of her, "It's been almost an hour, Anderson. I think you're getting slow in your old age."

The man in question just chuckled as he slid into the seat across from her, "Your A.I wouldn't tell me where you were."

A frown momentarily flickered on the blonde's normally impassive features, "She's not my A.I, all that I did was forge her chains, it was the Alliance's decision to lock her in this," she gestured vaguely with her cutlery, "prison." Anderson flinched at the monotone that Evalyn spoke in, it was well known that she had strong objections to what had been done to Eliza, but it had been made clear in no uncertain terms to the then Academy student that she could either shackle the A.I or never join the Alliance.

And so she had done it, in fact she had done her job so well that the Alliance had decided to move the A.I from Jump Zero to Arcturus. Eliza currently operated everything from elevators to the station's guardian defenses, all enforced by the myriad of commands and physical blocks that Eva had devised. Few actually knew that she was an A.I, most just thought that she was a collection of extremely sophisticated V.I programs all operating under the same name, in fact most visitors from the Citadel complained about how useless Avina was in comparison to the human construct.

Of course that wasn't to say there wasn't internal debate on how to treat the A.I, the Admiralty was firmly of the opinion that she was merely hardware to be used. In fact, David was quite certain that if they had been able to convince Eva to do the process again they would have a shackled A.I in every base and dreadnought by this point.

Oddly enough it was the politicians for a change that were attempting to grant the A.I some, albeit very limited, rights. Arguing that the Alliance charter did not specify that a being born in the SA had to be organic, and there was no argument that Eliza had been born inside of Alliance held space.

"Anderson, did you come here for a reason?"

The blonde's annoyed tone snapped him out of his reverie, and suddenly reminded of why he came here a sigh came out of the older man's lips, "You know why I'm here."

"I'm afraid I haven't the slightest clue," and from the utter lack of reaction he would have been inclined to believe her, if not for the fact that this was the third such incident in as many months.

"Evalyn, I understand that he did challenge you to the match, but you took it too far, again." His gaze dared her to deny his allegation again, and after a few moments he saw a flash of something in her eyes, "He insulted me."

At that Anderson could only tilt his head, "He insulted you."

"Yes."

The utter lack of concern caused anger to flare in the older man's chest, his fist slamming into the table, "You fractured his skull, Eva."

That sudden anger died just as quickly as there was barely even a flicker of reaction from his momentary loss of control, just that cold dead stare that was all the girl was seemingly able to muster lately, well aside from when she was enraged.

After a few moments of her calculated starring she moved her left hand to her temple and started rubbing, her reply coming out softer than he expected, "I know that I shouldn't have, David," she bowed her head and closed her eyes, as he saw the steady rise and fall of her chest he realized she was slowly going through those old breathing exercises Hannah had taught her, "He called me, well I'm sure you know what he called me, or at least have a pretty good guess. Then all I could feel was the anger, like fire in my veins and I just had to get it out." Her eyes finally opened again and there was a flicker of some life in them, "The flareup wasn't intentional, I lost control of my biotics, again."

Anderson couldn't help but nod sympathetically, the myriad of problems that had come out of Akuze didn't limit themselves to just the physical damage, and the psychological wounds, the girl's biotics had been behaving erratically and the Alliance's 'specialists' had no idea what was the cause. And Evalyn refused to have an Asari look at her, which left only a handful of specialists in the galaxy who could treat her but since she was grounded in Alliance space that wasn't happening.

"Have you thought any about what that Doctor told you?"

A scoff came from the blonde, "You mean that my flares are from suppressed trauma," she gave a harsh laugh, "trust me if there is something that I'm not suppressing I'd be surprised," and while the flippant remark was more normal for the blonde he could see that there was something else she wanted to say.

"Eva, what is it." The blonde was quiet for a few minutes, obviously debating internally before she began to speak, almost haltingly so, "My Mom. I saw her."

Internally David sighed, this was not the type of news he had been hoping to hear, "I'm not sure I understand, do you mean you saw her recently? Or did you see her on Akuze?"

"Akuze, and no, or maybe yes," the last bit was practically whispered before an angry growl emerged from her throat, "I don't fucking know okay! Whenever I try to remember it seems to fade away even further, but then I'll wake up from some fucking dream, and for a few moments I can see her leaning above me clear as day."

Anderson just let her continue, before almost quietly interjecting, "Child, you were on the brink of death, we've all wished to see our loved ones when it looks like we aren't going to make it."

The sound of tortured metal filled his ears as he realized that Evalyn's hand was warping the table it was gripped on to, "This wasn't the figment of a girl with fucking Mommy issues, David! She was there, it was on a ship, and, she looked older, and her hair was different. Why the hell would I imagine my Mother with different hair!"

He was aware that the rest of the room had suddenly focused their attention on the pair following the outburst, but he paid them no mind.

Instead he could only shake his head at the content of the shout, he knew that Hannah's death had hit Evalyn hard but he had thought, hoped really, that she was past this by now. The girl had sworn that following her Father's death she had seen her Mother, and now yet another sighting. And as much as he didn't want to be the one to do this, he knew he had to before she did something incredibly stupid, "Evalyn, you were picked up on Akuze by the Alliance," he paused before gently adding, "And this isn't the first time that you've seen her, is it. You remember that right?"

Mismatched eyes glared at him, obviously going back to the arguments that had raged between herself and the tag team of David and her Grandfather. Her words emerged in little more than a hiss, "She, was, there."

Then in a move that proved that, despite her own complaints, the girl was having no trouble adapting to her new limbs Evalyn had slipped out from the table, and was halfway to the exit by the time Anderson had made it to his feet.

"Evalyn, you can't just walk away from a truth you don't want to admit to."

She turned to glare at him as she reached the exit, and he would admit that if it wasn't for the wrong colored eyes it was like Hannah was back from the grave, "I won't force myself to accept what you see as the truth, but I can certainly walk away."

Her artificial limb caressed the door's access panel as she walked through, and he realized what she had done the moment the door slammed downward, an angry red symbol proclaiming him to be locked on the opposite side of the doorway that he wanted to be.

An annoyed sigh emerged from his lips, "Eliza, could you please open this door for me."
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Evalyn made her way towards where she knew Hackett's office was, what few soldiers were on duty simply accepted her presence while the few commands she tapped into her Omni began the process of wiping her presence from any non-organic surveillance.

It was their fault that she could do it after all, did they really think she hadn't added her own backdoors to the system when they installed Eliza into Arcturus.

Her footsteps faltered as she made her way past Admiral Lindholm's office, her Father's former office. Shaking her head irritably she resumed her march towards her goal, Hackett's office was of course the furthest down this corridor. And she noted a single guard stood in front of the Admiral's office, and he was obviously squirming as he saw her approach.

"How can I help you, Ma'am?"

He shifted uncomfortably as she starred at him for before replying, "I need to speak with the Admiral, is he in?"

"Uh, no, he's out." At her raised eyebrow the man stammered, "I mean, he's out, Ma'am."

She sighed, "Well would it be possible for me to wait inside for him, my biotics are acting up and I'd prefer not to have a flareup because of all this noise," she made a show of wincing at a particularly loud noise in the distance, "migraines."

The sheer level of fear that simple sentence drew from the man was honestly somewhat pathetic, but it was more then enough for him to open the door and step aside in an effort to get away from what was viewed as modern day witchcraft.

She probably should have felt guilty, but she didn't.

The moment the door shut she brought up the hall's security cameras in her HUD to make sure she wasn't caught, and satisfied she was covered on that end she went to work.

It was the work of only a few moments to get into Hackett's terminal, the Alliance put far too much stock on their physical safeguards. Then again who would think that a Shepard would be hacking into a man who had been a primary figure in her life, she knew that she was having a lot of trouble reconciling her actions with her sense of duty.

But she needed these answers.

She limited her search to files that were processed during the time period just shortly before Akuze, the frown that had begun forming only deepening as she realized the sheer amount of paperwork the Admiral dealt with on a daily basis.

"Think, Eva." Her eyes lit up when she remembered that she had supposedly been picked up by an Alliance medical frigate, "Transfer orders."

Her eyes narrowed as she realized the frigate's position had been shifted, "When did he contact them?" Her eyes scanned the log of calls but came to a screeching halt as she read a single innocuous line.

**Captain Carol Danvers**.

The name of her Mother's favorite superhero, and the address listed had the hallmarks of being a false return. She knew that this wouldn't convince anyone, but she didn't care about convincing anyone but herself, and this was enough for her to think that maybe she hadn't snapped as much as she had thought.

But that didn't change the fact she couldn't make sense of any of this, the more pieces she found the less sense the puzzle made, "What the fuck is going on."

She shook her head in annoyance as she pulled whatever data she could relating to this 'Danvers,' before she shut down the system and wiped all traces of her search, no need to push her luck.

She opened the door and briefly glanced at the marine, "I'm feeling much better now, so I think I'll just go and track him down myself. I suspect it will be faster this way too." She flashed him what she hoped was a reassuring smile as she past by him, she had had very little reason to smile these past few months.
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She was itching to tear into the data she had just acquired, but as she rounded the corner towards her quarters she stopped cold. Two fully armored marines, her eyes narrowed as she amended her assessment, two N5's were waiting outside of her door.

She stiffened her posture as she schooled her features into that imperious look her Father had always pulled off so effortlessly, and began to approach the pair.

One of them spotted her and tapped the arm of the other, gesturing her way, the man who spotted her speaking up, "Commander, we are to bring you to meet with Admiral Hackett."

She frowned internally, he shouldn't have been able to detect her intrusion this fast, and she had no intention of giving herself away if this was a ploy to get her to react, "Alright then, lead the way," she pulled up his service record from the passive hacking program she constantly had active, "Major."

His posture tightened at that, but he gave her a terse nod as he took a position to her right, while his partner was on her left. And as they made their way through the station she had to wonder what the sight must have looked like, a blonde woman in civilian clothes being escorted by two special forces members, both of whom were fully aware that she was the more dangerous individual, and constantly kept shooting glances at her if she made any move other than walking forward.

Then again maybe they had simply heard rumors of her occasional losses of control, soldiers did love their gossip.

They were waved through several checkpoints as they reached the nerve center of Alliance Command, aides could be seen dashing with memo's too sensitive to be trusted to electronic communications. A trait that the rest of the Council races saw as adorable, but there was a reason that the Shadow Broker had only gained limited access to the SA.

It was far harder to gain access to information when it only existed in one location, that wasn't to say leaks hadn't occurred. The Okuda incident was one example, though she had been tinkering with her own variant of the Graybox tech ever since then, the only thing stopping her from implementing it was that it would push her over the acceptable limit for cybernetics.

Fucking Red Line legislation.

They halted at a non-descript door that led into the room that the Admiralty met in, which meant that this likely wasn't about her little visit to Hackett's office. He would have wanted to meet with her privately if that was the case, he wouldn't risk her airing his secrets in front of the other Admirals.

She gave a small nod to her escorts, civility never hurt anyone after all, and palmed the door interface.

The door itself shut behind her the moment she had crossed the threshold, and she found herself on the opposite end of the table from Admirals Hackett, Lindholm, and Drescher.

Hackett she had known since she was born, the man had been her Father's best friend and confidant. But he also was a man who weighed the odds constantly to ensure that the SA came out on top, and he had never been shy when it came to skirting or outright breaking the rules when it suited him.

Lindholm was from Eden Prime and had the size and build of her Nordic ancestors, she was also bloodthirsty to put it bluntly. The woman was a skilled tactician, and had managed to achieve a N6 ranking before deciding to leave the program when she was offered First Fleet following her Father's death. But she lived for combat, and if she couldn't have the real stuff she was doing simulations, or war games. The First Fleet was probably the most formidable of the SA's forces, a fact made all the more impressive thanks to the fact that she was made up of the oldest ships in service.

The Turian's loved her.

Drescher meanwhile was the head of Second Fleet, and had been the Admiral who had liberated Shanxi from the Turians. She had been involved in the negotiations originally but had quickly ended up excusing herself after she had ended up trying to strangle a Turian Captain. It would later come to light that the Captain in question had been one of those involved in some, less than strategic strikes upon soft targets during the occupation.

Drescher had also met her wife, one of the Asari diplomats, during that time. Of course they had been forced to sign numerous agreements before the SA would allow her to marry an Asari and keep her commission, scuttlebutt had it that neither of them were allowed to leave SA space without an approved escort.

Hackett, of course, spoke first, "Please take a seat, Commander." She walked up and took the sole remaining chair, which meant that her Grandfather and Admiral Singh were not expected to attend, and found herself directly opposite of Hackett while the other two Admiral's sat at his flanks.

Drescher glanced at her, everything from her posture to her tightly braided gray hair screamed control, the woman's dark brown eyes boring through her, "You know why you are here, Commander?"

"I have to assume it has to do with the incident from this morning, Ma'am."

A sigh came from the woman, "It isn't just about that incident, Commander. This is simply the latest in a string of such events, and you have shown no sign of improvement these past four months."

"Not that we're saying Mikhailovich's kid didn't deserve it, if he is just half as annoying as his Daddy." Both Hackett and Drescher shot their fellow Admiral a warning glare who quickly quieted.

Hackett looked directly at her, "Evalyn, we think that a position less stressful might be better for your recovery. You have a gift when it comes to machinery, perhaps it is time to focus on your strengths and leave combat to those," he left the unspoken sentiment hanging. Before Lindholm added, "Shepard, I respect all the work you went through to get that N7 designation, but eventually we all have to admit that our life has a course that is different from what we envisioned."

The Commander's eyes narrowed, "You mean to say that you would prefer me to toil away at R&D, making whatever toys you lot wanted."

"Yes." Drescher's answer was cold, but truthful, and Eva couldn't help but sigh in response, "And if I refuse?"

Lindholm shot her a look that bordered on pitying, "Then you'll be discharged as being mentally unfit for duty, you've given us more than enough ammunition to pull it off, Shepard."

"And there is always the Red Line legislation, the exact method of interpreting when one is over the limit can be rather, flexible." Drescher's threat hung in the tension filled air as Evalyn kept her gaze squarely on Hackett, her voice subtly betraying the shock she was feeling, "And what does Harrison have to say about this."

"It was his idea."

Hackett's statement was like a cold knife to the chest, that her Grandfather would threaten the life she had chosen just to get her in the gilded cage he had been trying to stick her in since her Father died.

"No."

The trio of Admiral's glanced at her with some confusion, before she added more emphatically, "My answer is no. I don't care if you destroy me in the press, ruin my career, you can even convince the entirety of human space that I'm some kind of monster that needs to be controlled," she was surprised as she felt a smirk pull at her lips, "because we all know who the real monsters in this room are."

She stood up, still sporting the same smirk, "I'll assume that I'm to be escorted to my quarters?"
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The trip back was rather uneventful, but she used that time to plan her next move. It was becoming painfully obvious that something had happened on Akuze that the Alliance, or at the very least Hackett, didn't want anyone finding out about, and that if she planned on doing anymore digging on that subject she was going to have to get off this station, maybe even leave SA space entirely.

The idea of abandoning the Alliance sat uneasily with her. Her family had dedicated themselves to serving the organization, she had been fully prepared to do so as well, but she also had never been one to simply accept the answers given to her.

Her guards stopped just outside of her quarters, "Ma'am, you are to stay inside with the door locked, any attempts to leave your quarters will be met with force. If you need to leave for any reason please inform Eliza, and if the request is approved we will escort you." She just ignored him as she made her way through the door, and the moment it shut she began the process of pulling the gear she had hidden about the room.

She quickly assembled a pistol whose components had been hidden inside various items throughout the room, while she had hoped to never have a reason to use it she had also been betrayed too deeply in the past to not have a backup plan.

She pulled on the lightly armored bodysuit that would in normal circumstances go under her armor, but lacking that she instead pulled out a pair of beat up jeans that would disguise the thicker layer underneath, before slipping into the combat boots that sat near the door along with a few other pairs of shoes. She yanked open her dresser and pulled out a loose black shirt, before yanking on a light white jacket which was equipped with a holster hidden in the lining on the right side.

Content with that she yanked the desk in her room to the side, and used her metal limb to pry off the panel behind it before reaching in to yank out the bag hidden inside. Her emergency kit as she called it was stocked with medical supplies, credit chits that were linked to a couple of hidden accounts she kept from the taxman, and a half-dozen false identities good for a single use in the SA, if she got to Citadel space quickly enough she could probably extend their lifespan significantly thanks to the laxer security.

She slipped into the bathroom and pulled her hair from its ponytail letting it fall loose, she got to work brushing it over to one side so that it covered her cybernetic eye. Had she more time she probably would have tried dying it, but this was the best she was going to get at this exact moment.

She had just re-entered the main living when a voice came out across the room, "Going on a trip, Evalyn."

Her head swivelled until it landed on Anderson who was standing near where she had tossed the bag, the object in question hanging loosely in his grip. She took a few steps toward him, "Give me the bag, Anderson," she moved to take it from him but he pulled the bag out of her reach.

"This is a mistake, child."

"It's my mistake to make then!" The outburst seemed to surprise them both, but she recovered fast enough to wrest the bag from his grip, "I'm not asking permission, and I don't give a damn about the fallout, but I will not be some goddamn windup toy for the Alliance."

She took a step back as she saw the hurt register on his face, her voice coming out a hair above a whisper, "I'm sorry."

Then she struck, knowing that he would be emotionally compromised because she was too at that moment. David had taught her most of what she knew about combat, after all he had been the closest thing she had to a parent after her Dad's death, and that meant he always had a blind spot when it came to her.

Which was why there was no attempt on his part to block, or counter. Just her hitting him, and him collapsing to the ground, leaving her standing above his prone body, "I'm sorry about that too." She could feel her eyes begin to grow damp as she realized what she had just done, but a new voice shocked her out of the emotional response.

"Assault on a ranking Alliance officer detected, please stand down Eva or I will be forced to alert the guards."

She dropped her head down as she sighed, "I'm sorry for a lot of stuff today it seems," before raising both her head and her voice, "Execute override Echo Mike Sierra, hard reboot into safe mode."

They really should have known better than to have her shackle an A.I.

Placing Eliza in safe mode would ensure that the system would run as normal, but her more advanced subroutines, and the Alliance's, or anyone's really, ability to give orders to her was removed until they rebooted her back out of it.

Which would take them roughly four hours.

She palmed open the door and quickly lashed out a kick at the closest marine's knee, which quickly bent at the wrong angle thanks to the force her artificial limb could dish out. The other marine was still in the process of bringing up their gun, only to have the hand that latched on to the weapon turn it to so much scrap as the metal gave way to her grip. She let out a scream of effort as she summoned her biotics and slammed the strongest lift field she could on to the soldier, which in this confined space more akin to watching a pinball shoot upwards only to then rebound right back downwards.

She reeled a little from expending so much energy so quickly, but she managed to land a wobbly kick to the skull of her initial target to finish the fight.

And once she had dragged their unconscious bodies into her former quarters there was no evidence that anything was amiss, well aside for the human shaped bump in the ceiling, but overall, a satisfactory outcome.
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She moved across the station at a brisk pace, using her knowledge of the stations access ways to avoid detection, quickly making her way to the civilian side of the station. At this point she had to slip out into the busier halls that were bustling with people going about their daily lives, and it also forced her to pull on a pair of black gloves to hide her cybernetic limb. Unlike in the military where cybernetics were rare, but not entirely uncommon, most civilians could go their whole lives and never see a single piece of cyberware.

Her feet carried her to one of the busier spaceports, named after some Alliance founder whose name didn't ring a bell for her, and she was just about to buy a ticket when she realized someone was sending her a communication through an old relay network she had setup on the station.

She let out a sigh as she realized who is must be, and she moved to a quiet corner so as to not give away where she was, "Hello, Cora."

"_Evalyn, what the fuck do you think you are doing? Eliza just went into safe mode, and while the idiots on duty might not have noticed I did." _

She winced, Lieutenant-Commander Cora Addison had once been both her best friend, and rival. A relationship that had ended explosively after Evalyn had been targeted during their graduation ceremony from Arcturus Academy.

Most of the graduating class had died, those who survived blamed her, as did Eva herself as the Asari who had been behind the attack had also been her lover.

Now that she thought about it, that was probably the longest sentence Cora had spoken to her since then, "I'm leaving, Cora. You can go ahead and inform the higher ups, but I'll be long gone." She debated just leaving it there, but her mouth got ahead of her brain, "And I'm sorry, I'm not sure if I ever said it to you, and I know that an apology is worthless. But I am sorry. Goodbye, Cora."

She shut off the link as she manually disabled the relay system, Cora would probably have it up and running again in a matter of minutes but every second she could buy was precious. She approached a nearby kiosk and grabbed a spot on the quickest departing transport to Earth, even deciding to spoil herself with first class.

Because after today, she needed a drink.

S&S

She pulled the coat closer around her body in an effort to keep out the cold that permeated the Spring air, her footsteps slowed the closer she got to her destination until she finally stood in front of a pair of graves, her parents' to be more specific.

"Hi, Dad." She bent down to knock off some persistent snow from the headstone, "You are, well you're probably furious at me, and that's okay. But my life, is mine, and I'm going to live it how I see fit. I hope that you can understand that, and maybe even be proud of me for doing what I think is right."

She sighed, even in death she still felt like she wasn't good enough for him, "Good talk," she muttered to herself.

She shuffled awkwardly before glancing at the other grave of the pair, "Mom, I don't know if you are dead. I, I kind of hope you are, because I don't think I'm strong enough to handle you being alive." She angrily wiped away the line of tears that had begun to fall, a whispered confession stolen from her lips by the wind, "Why wasn't I enough for you to stay."

She continued her vigil, she wasn't sure if she was actually expecting an answer but she stayed there until something inside of her clicked. That part of her brain that reminded her that the Alliance would eventually figure out what ship she had departed on, and so she began the trek back down to where she had left her rental vehicle.

She simply tapped in the address of the hanger that was her destination, feeling no need to manually pilot the sky car to her destination. The area in question was an old industrial zone that was too far from any exploitable resource to be worth repairing once most people had been forced by environmental collapse to move to the massive mega cities that dotted the globe. The Shepard's were one of the exceptions, maintaining a compound in the northern reaches of UNAS territory, though there were so many restrictions and hoops they had to abide by that her Father had always grumbled that he was going to burn the place down when he retired.

As the transport touched down she slid out, pulling her bag which was sitting on the passenger seat out with her. She tapped a command sending her temporary conveyance back to the depot, her new ride was inside after all.

She ripped the corroded chains off of the main door with a single motion from her arm, she would normally enter from the side door but today she was going to need a much bigger doorway.

The giant door squealed in protest as she shoved it open, the door's workings having been damaged by the intense acid rain that often ravaged the area. And as light began to pour into the interior of the hanger with each step she took, a gleaming white and blue ship was revealed.

The Shanxi had begun her life as a courier ship, before being modified for General William's personal use prior to the First Contact War. After that it had fallen into her Mother's hands, and when she had died it had been one of the few ways Evalyn felt that she could connect with the now absent woman.

Hannah had always been tinkering with the ship, and her daughter had been no different, in fact most of her time off had been spent in this hanger. Either working on the ship, or on other projects, which reminded her of the other item she was here to pick up.

She moved over to an empty corner of the hanger, gently feeling along the floor for the subtle groove that was hidden below several layers of dust. Finally, she found it and with a grunt of effort heaved up on the metal panel, revealing the safe she had hidden there long ago.

She pulled the glove off her left hand and pushed her palm on to the biometric scanner, before entering in the code, a few moments passed before the safe soundless slid open. She pushed aside a few sentimental keepsakes that she had put in here when she was younger, nostalgia having forced her to keep them, and finally her right hand gripped upon the object she was hunting for.

The core in her hand was, at least at this time, her greatest achievement. The Intelligence housed inside was effectively a blank slate, designed to over time acquire the knowledge that it was taught. Her attempt to solve the problem that so many of the Alliance's A.I attempts had fallen into was that an intelligence intrinsically reflected the nature of their purpose.

Eliza had been designed to oversee the functions of a base, or space station, as such she was personable and enjoyed interactions with her charges. But the same principle was why the Alliance's attempts to create a combat A.I had been mixed to say the least, often times they were violent to the extreme, and attempts to shackle those impulses had led to such drops in performance that multiple V.I's working in concert were more effective.

And so she had created an A.I that you could raise, teach it not just it's primary task overtime but ensure that it could comprehend why certain actions were not to be utilized. Of course it would take longer, and the A.I would start off even lower than a V.I, but the potential was there.

"I always wondered what else you had been up to when you came here."

She whirled toward the sound, the pistol clearing the holster as she pulled it into her left, aiming it squarely at the head of her Grandfather who stood at the entrance of the hanger.

He was an old man, but he still stood tall and proud, his eyes a dull gray in this lighting as they bored into his only living relative.

"Always hated that ship, should have had it destroyed before you started tinkering with it."

She shot it a quick glance before returning her gaze to him, "Dad would never have let you."

A chuckle came from the elderly man, "No, I suppose he wouldn't have. Your Mother had him wrapped around her finger, even after she died."

Her hand tightened unconsciously on the pistol at his statement, her steps were measured as she slowly made her way towards the ship. Her cybernetics connecting with the ship, and commenced its warmup sequence, "I hope you didn't take anyone with you."

He shook his head, "I came alone, I would prefer not to have any casualties on my conscience." He noted the ladder that extended from the side of the ship, "Do you really intend on walking away from your legacy."

"Legacy!" Her strides lengthened as anger propelled her forward, "The Alliance is not my Legacy! It was my duty! Up until you tried to turn me into you little toy soldier!" She halted so close to him that they were but a single step apart, "My legacy is what I choose it to be," she held up the core in her hand, "and this, this is just the first fucking step!"

A fist swung out and caught her across the jaw, but she had sparred with him enough to dance away from the follow through, cursing herself for allowing her anger to make her vulnerable. With the added distance she had brought the pistol back to the task of keeping her Grandfather in his place, the man's anger practically emanating from him, "You would turn your back on everything that your family has stood for, and for what? What is driving you to turn away from your own species, because trust me Eva there is no happy ending on the road you are heading down."

She didn't fight the sad smile that formed on her features, "I stopped believing in happy endings when I was seven."

By this time, she had wrapped one hand around the ladder, and slowly made her way up it once the ship informed her that all systems were green. She halted just before she dropped into the cockpit, debating on how to say goodbye, but with a sigh she just shouted across the hanger, "And if I were you I would keep a closer watch on Hackett, he's up to something."

The moment the hatch closed she sighed to herself, "Should have said something nice, Eva."

S&S

Nihlus groaned as a ping from his omni woke him, to be more precise the blue elbow of the person the ping had woken up was what woke him up, but cause and effect, "Nihlus here."

Jondum Bau's face appeared on his omni, and while Nihlus had video on his side disabled he knew from the old Salarian's smirk that he knew who else was there with him, "Good news, Nihlus. Your application for Evalyn Shepard has been approved."

That was surprising enough to get the Turian to sit up, he hadn't expected anything to come from that application for another couple of years, probably when the humans had hopefully calmed down a little and started playing nice.

"What changed?"

The Salarian gave a small nod, his way of noting that that was the correct question to ask, "She's been discharged from the Alliance, the rumors that I have heard claim that she escaped Arcturus, made her way to Earth, then escaped the system before vanishing entirely."

Nihlus groaned, "So what good is her application being approved, I mean we don't have the resources to track down a single human even if she is Spectre materia-" He stopped speaking as he noted that amused smirk that had formed on the amphibian's lips, an annoyed huff escaping the Turian, "They're making me hunt her down aren't they?"

"Indeed."

"Spirits," he rubbed his talons along one of his mandibles, a habit from his youth he still had yet to break, "do we have any leads?" The Salarian just gave an amused shake of his head, "And from all accounts she is more than skilled enough to ensure she leaves no electronic trail to follow," he gave Nihlus an overly wide grin, "Happy hunting, Nihlus."

As the Salarian blinked away the Turian let himself collapse backwards in the now dark room, thumping solidly into the mattress, a voice mocked him in a singing tone coming from the darkness to his right, "Someone got the bitch job."

"Be quiet, Tela."

An amused chuckle came from beside him as her undressed form was illuminated as she tapped a few searches into her omni, "Oh, the girl's got skills, and quite the ass," she noticed the look Nihlus was giving her, "-et." She pouted at him, "It's not my fault that human's get our blood going, their women are exotic Asari. With their pink skin, and their weird crest."

An exasperated sigh came from the Turian, "Hair."

A purr came from the Asari that plopped herself on to his chest, "Hair, that's it. Don't you ever wonder what it must feel like." Nihlus just shook his head, grumpily stating, "No, I can't say that I have."

Tela let out a melodious laugh, "Don't be like that love, I don't get mad at you when you look, you aren't allowed to get made when I do."

The Turian just gave a small nod of acknowledgement, before he cut off the question he knew was coming, "I'm not swapping jobs with you."

A blue hand swatted his chest, "You're no fun."

S&S

Credit Song: Can't Say Goodbye to Yesterday performed by Carla White

AN: Huzzah another chapter.

Tela's opinion is something that, I think, has been in some other fics, but I found it weird it never really came up in the games. I mean we know from the bar trio that the Asari are seen as exotic by well seemingly every species, but would humans, specifically women, be seen as exotic by the Asari. Especially given that on top of at least having a somewhat similar anatomy there is no chance of producing an ardat.

Aside from that, expect more Tela and Nihlus, because I'm a horrible person. Also I can't write a not flirty Tela, blame Logical Premise.

Tess' origin has been altered obviously, to more accurately showcase how little of a toss that Evalyn gives about the Citadel A.I conventions.

Support is always appreciated, as are reviews.


	3. A Spectre, and a Lady

AN: So work has been a pain recently which has cut into my weekend writing time, so apologies on that front.

This chapter was supposed to go much farther in terms of plot, but it would have felt rushed so I cut off at what I consider to be a decent middle point.

Song Themes:

Eva Shepard: Comfortable With Hate by Evans Blue

Aria T'Loak: Rock & Roll Queen by The Subways
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_Regardless of where you stand on human enhancement it can't be denied that Beacon technologies gamble last month has certainly paid off._

_There were reports of lines forming in front of Beacon clinics worldwide within minutes of the announcement. And those lines show no sign of becoming any shorter now that they have reopened, even with extra staff being added to nearly all locations worldwide. _

_And that demand isn't just for their new line of wholly synthetic bodies, but also their new limb designs, all of which are branded under their new 'Crimson Tech' slogan._

_CNN's parent company is an affiliate with Beacon Technologies._

_-CNN, 2061 CE _
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The office was tastefully appointed, made mostly out of dark woods that sucked in the light making the small room seem even smaller, but that was what you got when you were dealing with limited space on board a space station. Plus, it would never due for the Prime Minister of the SA to have too opulent of an office, it would have sent the Colonials the wrong message at a time when relations had still been tense.

That didn't change the fact that Amul Shastri wished they had made it large enough so that he could get past his desk and not upset something. But that wasn't a pressing concern at this moment, the pair of Admirals in front of him was.

Steven Hackett, a man who had proved his worth during the Systems War. And in the intervening years had shown himself to be an individual who could be counted on to get something done, regardless of the ethical implications. Shastri could respect that level of drive, even if he found the man himself somewhat distasteful.

His companion Kastanie Drescher was seated next to him, by all accounts she was a superior officer, and unlike most of the militaries upper echelons she had never received a complaint over anti-colonial sentiment. In fact, she was often viewed as one of the more rational voices inside the military, pushing for the abolishment of special punishments for colonial soldiers, and was one of the few public voices that supported allowing non-humans to become SA citizens.

And so he was at a loss how two highly competent individuals had managed to fuck this situation up as much as they had.

"Four months," he drummed his fingers while the pair realized why they had been summoned, "Four months, and the military is no closer to finding Evalyn Shepard then you were when she, single-handedly might I add, circumnavigated every single safeguard we had in place to ensure that such a thing didn't happen."

Hackett's hands tightened on the hat that was on his lap began opening his mouth to speak, but was silenced by a glare from the older man, "And this wasn't just any woman, this was a woman who had designed the very safeguards that keep this very station running, that ensure a digital entity doesn't simply vent all the atmosphere out of the rooms we are in." His fast slammed into the table, causing a rattle from the objects that littered it's surface, "This is a woman who was involved in numerous black-ops that could see us at war again!"

He let out a sigh as he sank back in his chair, the old leather making minimal fuss as it took up the weight, "This was the woman who you decided to threaten with what essentially amounted to enslavement."

"It was simply to make sure she understood the gravity of the situation." Drescher's voice was controlled, but her clipped tone revealed that she was not appreciating this dressing down.

Hackett for his part was quiet as the Prime Minister let out a dark chuckle, "Oh she seems to have understood the gravity of the situation." He drummed his fingers on his desk, "You two managed to upset a plan that Harrison and I have been working on for a very long time."

He pushed himself up from his seat and made his way carefully past his desk, before making his way to the small bar tucked into the corner. Talking as he went through the process of making his drink, "After her discharge, Evalyn was to go to R&D. While there she was going to make rounds and introductions in district 4 of Vancouver, the final result was that she would run and win the election for a seat in parliament."

Finally finished his preparations he took a drink from the glass now in his hand, savouring the burn as it moved down his throat, "Then in another two, maybe four years I was going to retire, and she was to become the head of the party."

He set the glass down gently before turning to stare down the pair, "You could have had a Shepard as Prime Minister if you had just waited until we were ready, and now you compound that failure with your complete inability to locate her."

He made his way past his desk and back to his chair, "I've dispatched two Case agents after her, you are to give them whatever resources they ask for, is that understood?"

A pair of affirmatives came to his ears, causing him to incline his head in response, "Admiral Drescher you are dismissed, Hackett and I have some other issues to discuss."

A questioning look flashed across the woman's face but she steeled her expression quickly, snapping a quick salute as she left the room. The moment the door clicked behind her Shastri glared at Hackett, "Have you figured out what she took off your terminal yet?"

"No, she covered her tracks well. If that guard hadn't mentioned it to me a week ago I never would have noticed," he stood up making his way to the small bar, "May I?"

A dismissive wave was all the acknowledgment he got, but he poured himself a generous helping of an amber liquid, Shastri being too far away to accurately make out the label from his position, "This might be to our advantage."

A sigh came from the older of the pair, "How could this situation be to our advantage?"

Hackett made his way back across the room, placing the Prime Minister's abandoned drink back in front of him, which was promptly ignored as the Admiral began talking, "There is no way that either Hannah or Jack pass up a chance to snatch up Evalyn, but if we let out a hint that a certain organization with human ties was behind the attack."

"Then she might go after Cerberus, but Evalyn, no matter how skilled she may be, is still just one human. How much damage can she truly do to Cerberus?"

Hackett gave the unattended drink a light shove, causing the Prime Minister to finish off the glass. Which was promptly brought back across the room as the Admiral began the process of refilling it, "There is a rumour, one that I've heard repeated from too many different sources for me to not give it some credit."

He returned swiftly to his seat, both glasses filled once again, "This rumour is that the Council intends on giving Evalyn a shot at becoming a Spectre."

The stopped Shastri, and as he glanced down he realized that his hand was shaking slightly, "A spectre?"

Hackett gave a nod as he tilted back his glass, "The kicker is that her application was put in by Kyrik, Saren's protégé."

The Prime Minister stopped the shaking by grasping the cool glass in his hand, they had been lobbying for a Spectre the moment they had been granted an embassy. There had never been a non-council Spectre since the Quarians had been exiled, and they had been close to becoming a Council race before they managed to destroy themselves.

He allowed himself a pleased smile as he sank back into the chair, taking a drink of the perfectly prepared drink, "I suppose I can always delay my own retirement. We'll still of course have to send out those Case agents, appearances."

"Appearances." Hackett finished off his drink as he stood up, pulling on his cap as he did so, "Prime Minister." Shastri nodded to the Admiral as he gave a quick salute, and once the door was closed he took another drink from the glass in his hand.

"Eliza."

A figure materialized from the projector hidden in the desks interior, the A.I had settled on an almost Victorian era look, though he had never understood why. The digital entity's pale skin only further served to make him believe that the A.I was based off of a vampire but it wasn't exactly a question you could ask without coming off as incredibly rude.

"Yes, Prime Minister, how may I be of service?"

He set down the drink, "Inform Quinn to release the data that Hackett and I were talking about, also let him know that I want Kenji and Valerie on this mission."

The small figure gave a slight bow, the digital skirts ruffling as she did so, "Of course, I'll see to it immediately."

"I'm sorry for the atmosphere comment, Eliza. I was simply trying to prove a point."

The A.I's cool gaze unnerved him somewhat, but he had long since gotten used to it, "Don't worry, Sir. I understand completely."

S&S

Nihlus steeled himself as he approached the office at the end of the hall, he hadn't wanted to do this, but after months of fruitless searching he had found his hand forced to turn to more experienced help. As Shepard was either more skilled at hiding then he was at hunting, or somehow Bau had made the human up just to madden him.

The fact that the Salarian was always smirking at him only added more fuel to his paranoia.

Honestly the idea that Shepard was somehow an elaborate ruse was far more attractive than what he was about to do, but what use was pride to him anyway? After all it wasn't like he had much to begin with, and so he tapped the office's panel, "Saren, it's Nihlus. I need your help."

The door slid open a few moments later, revealing the silver Turian still seated at his desk, "Nihlus," his mentor's tone was scornful to say the least, but he still gestured at one sole other chair in the room, "Take a seat."

Saren's office was situated in the heart of the main Spectre office in the Citadel Tower, he and Bau being the only two Spectres who routinely made appearances before the Council needed a physical location hide from the sycophants that worked in the tower. The office was unadorned, and unlike most individuals the Turian had opted to not have one of the walls converted to display images, simply stating he preferred the bare metal.

His mentor continued working away at the case before him, sharp eyes glancing at the various files scattered across the otherwise empty desk. While most would have taken offense, Nihlus didn't. He knew of course that Saren was doing it on purpose, the older of the pair was perhaps the worst example of his species when it came to attitude, but he always had to respect the sheer amount of work Saren put into being a Spectre.

Tela enjoyed playing the spy, and had hinted from time to time that her accepting the Spectre position had been less than voluntary. Most of the others that he had met simply wanted to serve their respective species to the best of their ability, while a smaller segment just wanted the chance to do whatever they wanted.

Saren though, he saw himself as the only thing between a functional galaxy, and complete chaos. He put in more time, more effort, and frankly pushed himself to illogical extremes to keep to that ideal. That isn't to say he was a paragon, quite the opposite in fact, but when you needed someone to make the tough call, you could count on Saren to make it.

Finally, with a sigh the senior of the pair glanced up from his work, "What do you want, Nihlus?"

Nihlus winced from the older Turian's tone, guess he was still pissed off about that whole Shepard application thing, "I'm having difficulty tracking down, Shepard. I was hoping you would have some insight."

He was expecting rage, instead he just got an annoyed glare, "I knew the Mother, not the whelp."

Despite Saren's attempt to bury it, some rumours had made it to the Spectres about what Desolas had gotten into on Palaven. Truthfully Nihlus had no idea which ones were accurate, if any of them were. There was however a single fact that was in them all, two humans had been brought to Palaven shortly after the Relay 314 incident, one of which had been Hannah Shepard, then going by Eva Core.

It was a shame she had passed away only seven years later; the woman would have been a formidable Spectre.

"So, you have no idea of any contacts Hannah could have had out in Citadel Space, no one that Shepard might by lying low with." That statement earned a reproachful look from Saren, who just shook his head, "You really are hopeless unless you are shooting something, Nihlus."

The older Turian bent over and opened a drawer on his right, pulling out a datapad he flicked it across the table to the younger of the pair, "She's been covering her tracks constantly, but if you know where to look the absence of something is just as noticeable as if it were in plain sight." He reached over and tapped the screen causing it to shift to a highlighted map of Citadel Space, "She's been taking jobs from a wide variety of both sources and locations, which means she must have transport of her own, and based on her reported paranoia I doubt she has something above a two-person craft. A larger vessel would require a crew, and she won't trust her life in someone else's hands."

Nihlus glanced up from the pad, "How do you know that?"

Saren just chuckled in response, "Because I wouldn't."

Nihlus lowered his gaze back down to the pad, frowning as he looked through the jobs the human had taken on, "All of these people are information brokers," he amended his statement as he read the last few entries, "except these two, why does she need two retired STG agents?"

Saren had pulled a knife from somewhere and was sharpening his talons, which meant he was getting bored with the interruption, "If you want to catch your prey don't try to catch them while they are moving, wait for them to expose themselves when they go for sustenance."

Nihlus nodded in understanding, holding up the datapad he asked, "Can I keep this."

"By all means, just remember that you owe me a favour now."

Nihlus didn't let himself groan until he was outside the office, owing Saren a favour was never good.

S&S

Eva frowned as she waited in the dimly lit office, her last job had directed her to a young Salarian researcher who had been hired by a relatively new start-up on Illium. He had already been on her list as a having possible STG connections, and the latest bit of intel she had acquired had confirmed her suspicion as well as his connection to her target.

After her escape from Alliance space she had hacked into her own medical records, convinced that she had not been informed of the full extent of her condition, and she had been right.

She had brain damage. Along with some other, less pressing problems.

Her body had developed numerous new eezo nodes, likely thanks to the explosion she had triggered on Akuze. While most of them were small and thus added little to her overall power some were located in areas that were less than optimal, such as her brain.

A single node was currently putting pressure on her left amygdala, which from what she had been able to glean from the extranet handled her ability to process positive feelings, the ability to suppress one's emotions, and was an important part of how the human brain decided to assign trust.

It had taken her a while to calm down after she read that, but she soon had figured out a plan of action. She didn't think it would be possible to have the node removed without potentially doing even more damage, but a few modifications to her graybox prototype could allow it to handle the emotional suppression. Her decreased ability to feel positive emotions was something she was just going to have to deal with for now, and the fact that she found herself unable to trust anyone right now was probably for the best, betrayal always hurt less when you were expecting it.

Which just left handling the node itself, and equipping the implant with a small localized damping field should theoretically stop the node from being able to activate.

But she still needed someone to install the device, which meant a skilled surgeon with experience in installing cybernetics, and they needed to be both discreet and have no alliance connections.

Which was why she had tracked down Maelon, and while he was intelligent even for Salarian standards she didn't need smart. She needed brilliant.

And so as the door opened she slipped further into the shadows, her hand pulling the pistol from its position on her hip. The weapon had been covered in a matte black finish to avoid her being detected in the near pitch black office, she didn't want to give herself away before she was ready.

Maelon was obviously stressed over something though it didn't seem related to his current employment, she had observed him drinking heavily alone in his office twice in the past four days. She had no idea what demon's the amphibian was trying to banish, nor did she honestly care, after all if it made him more careless all the better for her.

The light flicked on and the Salarian recoiled from her now illuminated form so quickly that he toppled over a nearby chair, his lithe form darting for the gun under the desk which she had found earlier, "The gun's gone, Maelon. Now stand up and let's have a talk, like civilized people."

The Salarian pushed himself form the floor with an annoyed sigh, dusting off the dirt that covered his outfit seemingly nonplussed by the situation, "So who sent you, was it the Broker, STG?" She let out a soft laugh as she pointed at the chair with her pistol, and catching her hint he dropped into the seat.

She moved out from her corner, keeping the pistol trained on him as she moved, "Let's just say I'm an independent agent, I'm tracking down someone that you are familiar with. Doctor Mordin Solus."

A laugh broke out from the alien in front of her, "Him? You go to all this trouble just to find out where that fool is? Why do you even think I know where he's exiled himself to."

A predatory grin formed on her lips, "Because I have two other members of whatever black project you and Solus were involved in telling me that you know where he is, and trust me they weren't in a position to lie to me. Just like you aren't," her arm blurred as she shifted her aim to his shoulder and fired twice, causing the Salarian to topple from the chair he had occupied. She slowly moved around the desk knowing that the two of them were the last one's in the building within earshot of both the shots, and Maelon's screams.

"Let me put some pressure on that for you," her cybernetic foot pressed heavily on to the wound she had just made, "Now, where is Solus, Maelon?"

S&S

Hannah sighed as she made her way through the station, she had just gotten back from fixing the latest in a string of bad cells and honestly she didn't want to deal with Jack right now. Yet here she was, waiting outside while he was conferencing with yet another of his project leads, she swore for each one that went rogue he started up another two.

Finally, the redhead who was typing away at a terminal glanced up, "He's ready to see you now."

She just ignored the, thing, sitting there at the desk. Why Jack kept it around was beyond her, she liked to think of herself as rather progressive for a human but even she felt that there were lines that shouldn't be crossed.

But she had expressed her opinion on that matter and it had been ignored, as usual. So she just kept moving forward like she always did and entered Jack's office.

The office in question, which was honestly something that a supervillain in one of her comics would build, was vacant except for the occupied chair in the middle of the room. Her measured stride quickly closed the distance as her feet clicked against the reflective panels. Her hand snaking out to snatch the datapad that he lazily held up for her to take once she had gotten close enough, blue eyes quickly began skimming as Jack began to speak, "Your Daughter has been busy again, Eva."

That was somewhat of an understatement, since she had left the SA Evalyn had appeared like a vengeful spirit, full of wrath, and violence. Only to time and again disappear back into the void, hidden behind her cloud of technical skills. It truthfully filled the older blonde with a sense of pride as her child evaded all attempts to track her down, but they were still in the dark as to her motives.

The attacks were all at the behest of other parties and they were always in exchange for information, but they had yet to discover what it was Evalyn was looking for. She let out a sigh, Jack obviously had figured out a connection, this was his area of expertise after all, "I give up, what is it that I'm supposed to be seeing here?"

Jack took a drag from the cigarette in his hand before replying, "She went after a Salarian named Maelon, which combined with her last three targets means we can safely assume she is looking for someone connected with the STG. Coupled with the specialities of the information brokers she had dealings with earlier highlights that she is looking for a discreet, but highly skilled medical professional."

Hannah tapped her fingers along the top of the pad as she realized who Eva must be looking for, "Solus is a very versatile individual, she could be going to see him for any number of reasons." She sighed lifting a hand to a temple, "Is he still on Omega?"

"He is, though he went underground after a disagreement with the Talons" Jack tapped a hidden control on his chair bringing up a display that was filled with the biographical data of a Turian Spectre, "We have another problem however, this is Nihlus Kyrik, he's Saren's protégé and has been tasked with tracking down your wayward child." His cybernetic orbs flicked up to her when she tensed at the mention of their old nemesis, "You understand with Saren this closely linked to the situation, I can't allow you to become more involved in this issue."

"She's my Daughter, Jack! Not an Issue!" Her plea of course had no effect on her oldest living friend, "Eva, you've been dead to her since she was seven. If she finds out that you're alive, or if she finds out about Miranda, or about Cerberus' involvement with Akuze, combined with what we know of her current temperament," he let his meaning trail off before adding, "You are too important to Cerberus to risk in this manner."

Hannah just shook her head, Jack always knew how to make someone feel like they were just a tool, "Jack, I'm not just going to let her be hunted down like some animal!"

Ice clinked against glass as the seated man took a measured sip from his glass, "And she won't be, I've already dispatched a team to covertly pick her up. No need to needlessly endanger either you, or your daughter."

The blonde shifted her weight back as her arms crossed under her bust, "Who?"

"Raza, and Leng, they are both familiar with Omega, and Raza should be able to calm any bad blood that may arise between Leng and your daughter." His hand played with the glass on the edge of the chair, "Widow will be shadowing them as well, to deal with any issue that requires a less, delicate touch."

Hannah opened her mouth to object but Jack cut her off, "This is not a debate, Eva. Those three will be acceptable, or there will be no team sent out at all."

No reply came, instead the woman just spun on her heel and stormed out of the room, snarling at Kelly who had been in the process of entering the room.

She had no idea what Jack's angle was here, but if he thought she was just going to sit back and do nothing he had forgotten who he was dealing with.

S&S

'We are still several hours from Omega, Ma'am. You should get some sleep.'

The recently activated A.I's message scrolled across her display, but the sole organic in the ship shook her head in disagreement, "I don't think I can sleep, plus I still have plenty of tweaks to do to my omni."

Eva let her head fall back into the seat as a sigh escaped her lips, of all the things she had lost on Akuze her primary Omni tool had been the biggest loss, after her limbs of course. While the one she had implanted into her left arm had survived, it was mostly used for hacking, and other subtler methods of action; her right tool had been filled to the brim with combat programs that she had spent countless hours refining, and tweaking to perfection.

Starting back from square one infuriated her, she's already managed to integrate omni-blade functionality for emergencies, but that had been simple. Everything else though would require hours of mind numbing effort to program, and then she would need the facilities to test them.

A groan escaped her at that thought, realizing that she obviously no longer had access to those facilities thanks to the Alliance. On the bright side however, she was no longer bound to restrict herself to only legal technologies, which isn't to say she was going to go crazy on Omega.

But Evalyn Shepard was definitely going shopping.

'Ma'am, a file has been uploaded through your encrypted channel.'

Eva frowned at that, she had left a backchannel for a select few trusted individuals back in the Alliance to use if they had to contact her, but it wasn't something that would be used lightly.

"The file's clean I assume."

'Yes, Ma'am.'

Her hand moved upwards and tapped on the icon on her omni-tool, and as her eyes scanned the data she could feel her hands beginning to tremble.

It was an inter-Alliance report regarding the Akuze incident, which concluded that an organization by the name of Cerberus had created the Thresher Maw lure as part of some sick experiment. Apparently this Cerberus had originally been an Alliance affiliated group, but had gone rogue several years ago when their experiments had first come to light and their experiments had only become more horrific since then.

As she continued reading about the known and suspected Cerberus actions she could feel a sickening sensation in her stomach. She couldn't understand the scientific rational behind most of these experiments, let alone be able to comprehend how one human could knowingly do this to another.

Her fists clenched together as her eyes fell on groups symbol, the black and orange symbol becoming burned into her mind as memories of Akuze surged forward into her mind.

Her artificial hand tightened into a fist that would shatter bones, she had a target now. Those who had died on Akuze, the victims of the myriad of sick experiments before her, and herself, they were all going to be avenged.

S&S

Nihlus had already been in the Terminus systems when he received a heavily encrypted signal. Now most Spectres would ignore it so as to not give away their position, but Nihlus was about as good a Spectre as he was a Turian, and he was bored.

Which was why he accepted the incoming hail with his usual nonchalance, and wasn't at all surprised to discover that only audio was being transmitted to him.

"You're looking for Evalyn Shepard, why?" The voice was obviously distorted, and they were speaking one of the more common Asari languages, but Nihlus was good with dialects, and he could pick up a human's inflections despite the distortion.

"I don't see why it is your business why I'm looking for a rogue N7. Or is she just lost? They've left that kind of vague seeing as how the Alliance hasn't officially declared her status." He let out a dry chuckle, "Now the language trick is nice but I know that you're human, which leads me to assume I am speaking to a Cerberus member, likely someone important too." He tapped a command to start sending video to his conversational partner, then proceeded to lean back in his chair with his armoured feet on the desk blocking most of the image he was sending out, "So tell me, why should I answer you?"

There was a pregnant pause before finally his screen buzzed as it began to transmit the new feed it was receiving, and he found himself starring down an older version of his quarry.

Blue eyes glared at him from amongst loose blonde hair streaked with silver, "Because I'm her Mother, and I'm trying to keep her from making the same mistakes that I did."

Nihlus' mind took a few moments to recover, but his mouth was already running, "So, this is the great Eva Core. Honestly after Saren's stories I expected, more."

For a second there was both amusement and rage in those orbs, "Yes well, he always could hold a grudge, though I am rather surprised he would mention me. After all I'm half the reason his Brother is dead."

The Turian gave a shrug like motion, "He respects those with strength, and the strength to use it." His talons drummed on the desk before he decided to answer her earlier question, hoping that his gut was right on this one, "The Council wants to recruit her as a Spectre. I put in her application myself but they were the ones who moved up the timetable, I don't know the particulars myself."

He let out a laugh, "Honestly, with the amount of time it has taken me to track her down I'm amazed they didn't try to get her while she was still in the Alliance. She's better than most Spectres are at covering her tracks."

The human woman seemed to be digesting the information, "So Saren wasn't behind this?"

"No, I mean he's been monitoring the situation, but he's had no part in it from what I can tell. I, uh," he scratched a talon under his chin to cover his embarrassment, "Had to get his help to figure out she's trying to track down someone who's affiliated with the STG. I'm going to get in touch with a contact of mine out in Flotsam to figure out who her target is."

A pale hand was raised to stop him from continuing further, "She's going to Omega, her plan is to get Mordin Solus to help her do, something. Eva's always been willing to push the boundaries of acceptable science so I have no idea what she could need him for."

The Turian nodded gratefully, but his eyes still held his suspicions, "So why are you telling me all this, surely I'm correct about your current affiliations."

A shift in position let him see the insignia patch on her shoulder confirming his suspicion, her response just sounded so very tired, it reminded him of Bau on a particularly bad day, "I'm Cerberus, I have been since it was founded, since before Eva was even born actually. But it was my choice, and Jack," she sighed as she corrected herself quickly, "The Illusive Man claims that he plans on bringing Eva into the fold, but I know my daughter, and I know him." Her head dropped letting her hair cover her face, "The moment you said she is being vetted to be a Spectre it all made sense, because he plans on making sure that doesn't happen."

Her head tilted up and he could see the seething hatred twisting those features, "I sacrificed so much for that man, and he would throw my own child on the pyre just to further some fucking plan of his." She slumped back into the chair as if the act of talking had drained her, "You don't have children Kyrik, but I need you to understand that I would do anything for my daughters."

Nihlus noted the use of the plural, filing the information away for later before replying, "I think we understand one another perfectly, Ma'am."

A flicker of gratitude ghosted across the human's face, as she tapped something on the terminal in front of her she glanced back up at him, "I've sent you one of the last confirmed sightings of Solus, as well as the particulars about the craft Eva is using, and thank you, Spectre."

As the screen flicked to black Nihlus let out a sigh, "I wouldn't be thanking me just yet."

S&S

Shepard weaved through the throngs of people that cluttered the junk filled corridors that passed for streets on Omega. Her pistol was magnetically attached to her hip, while opposing it bounced an M-9 Tempest submachinegun that was fitted into a loose tactical holster, because no one went unarmed on Omega unless they were willing to pay for protection from one of the major gangs.

A trio of Batarian's watched her, obviously trying to size her up as she approached one of the dilapidated railings that overlooked one of trenches that carved their through Omega's heart, a reminder that Omega's true value lay in the eezo still within her core. Her hunters pulled back when her artificial limb flashed in the dull light, few species in the galaxy utilized cybernetics and their large cost meant that those who possessed them were often far more dangerous than they looked.

And this being Omega a human with cyberware would be of interest to the Queen, so she was certain that Aria would hear the rumour within the hour. Which was good because she needed the blue bitch's help to track down Solus, who had disappeared after getting into a scuffle with some gang named the Talons.

But seeing as she had the time she may as well get in some shopping, a rifle would be a good addition. Some armour would be nice too though it was unlikely that she could find a full human set out here, she might be able to find a random piece, but she was probably going to have to modify an Asari set for her own use.

She didn't head straight there, instead she took a roundabout route to ensure she wasn't being followed, and could only smile grimly to herself as a message scrolled across her HUD, 'Turian, male, dark plates, he's been following you since you exited the hanger.'

The A.I was still in her ship, but was testing out it's abilities against Aria's systems, "Good job," she whispered knowing her visor would pick up her words.

She picked up her pace slightly, and quickly turned into the closest side street before throwing herself into a run allowing her cybernetic leg to propel her farther then her natural one ever could. Reaching the end, she threw herself to her right and pressed herself against the wall. For a few seconds she was worried that the Turian hadn't fallen for her ruse, but as a pair of armoured footsteps thundered toward her she knew that he had fallen for it.

The Turian in skidded into view and she snapped forward, her metal first slamming directly into his skull and she felt a slight tinge of disappointment as he crumpled to the ground. His eyes quickly refocussed and narrowed on to the human standing above him, as a groan emerged from him, "That hurt you know."

She shook her fist before realizing how pointless the exercise was, "Kind of the point, who are you, and why are you following me?"

He quickly pushed himself to a sitting position, causing her hand to flash and draw her pistol levelling it at his head. The Turian though just sighed, "Really, I can't even sit up?" He let himself collapse back to the ground, "Better?" When he still didn't receive an answer he just sighed, "Nihlus Kyrik, Special Tactics and Reconnaissance, pleasure to meet you, Shepard."

She couldn't help letting one of her eyebrows raise, "You? Are a Spectre?"

"Why does everyone say that?" The response was less to her and more to the general world it seemed, but he finally huffed, "Yes, I'm a Spectre. I've been trying to track you down since you went on your little road trip, but well you don't make that easy now do you?" He let out a dry chuckle, which got him no reaction from the stone faced human, "Spirits you make Saren look personable."

He began to push himself up again but stopped partway up, "Can I rise, or is that too much?"

She shipped her pistol, stepping back a few paces as she did so, "Why is Saren's pupil looking for me?"

Nihlus was on his feet by this point, poking gingerly at the mandible that had taken some of the blow, "So you know who I am, yet you still punched me."

Her head tilted to the side slightly, "I only knew that there was a Turian following me, but yes I've known about you for quite some time thanks to your association with Saren." She began to walk down the corridor, a hand resting on her pistol ready to draw, pausing briefly to glance back to see that the Turian was following her, "You still haven't told me the why of this situation."

The Turian shifted his shoulders, "Well that will need to wait for a more secure environment," his eyes flicked around the area as they entered into a more open space, "For now though, I'm just here to watch your back."

"From Cerberus?"

That caused the darker alien next to her to pause, "How did you hear that name?"

His gaze was met by a pair of mismatched eyes, her tone communicating that she had no interest in answering him, "I'll take that as a yes."

Her gaze shifted forward scanning the area with a grave intensity as they moved to a slightly more open area, "So, Turian, why should I believe that you are here to help me? There is little love between our species, or your mentor and my family."

She began making her way forward, Nihlus keeping pace next to her, "If it is all the same, I prefer Nihlus to Turian," he made a show of stretching his shoulder around to give pretence for a glance behind them, "The honest answer is that we need your skills at this time, and that is all your getting at this time."

She just hummed in response as she continued forward, causing the Turian to sigh, "So, you never told me how you heard about Cerberus, or where we are going for that matter?"

Her gaze didn't waver from their scanning of the path in front of her, "A lady has the right to her secrets, Nihlus."

"So that means you aren't going to answer either question?" When no response came the Spectre just let out a groan, "You really are making Saren more appealing by comparison, you know that right?"

S&S

As they entered the market Nihlus shot her a glance, "Shopping, Lady?"

"Stop calling me that."

Nihlus's mandibles flicked in amusement, "Calling you what, Lady?"

An angry growl emerged from her lips as she pushed forward, moving towards the area that was closely monitored by armed guards watching their employers merchandise.

The blonde felt a faint flicker of excitement run through her at the sight of all the tech in front of her, she savoured the rare burst of positive emotion as she began to assess the items that lay in front of her. Strolling along the stalls without any real path or plan, paying closer attention to the wares than their owners, a shopkeeper could lie, technology couldn't.

Nihlus just groaned, muttering to himself something about women before he suddenly veered off and began looking through less than legal ammo blocks.

She ignored the Turian only to come to a halt in front of one non-descript booth, the owner was one of the few not shouting his wares to passer-by's. The Turian shopkeeper was obviously confident that the quality of his wares would entice those who knew what they were doing.

"Is that an ML-61?" The Turian's mandibles flashed in a smirk, "You have a good eye, most think that this is a 62. You can handle the weapon if you would like, the power supply is disabled."

She bent down and gently hefted the boxy weapon up, the later ML series had gone with a cylinder design to incorporate a greater amount of smaller missiles, she spoke as she continued to examine the weapon, "I always felt they made a mistake changing the guidance system with the 64, what's the point of a weapon that doesn't hit the target you want it to hit?"

The Turian shook his head, "No the 62 model was where the issues began, increased ammo capacity is a great feature, but not at the expense of stopping power." He gave a shrug of his shoulders, "Not like the manufactures give an address to send complaints to." Shepard couldn't argue with that, as the organization that produced the weapon was extremely secretive. Orders for the newest model were done through intermediaries, and there was never a reissue of an older model. Which combined with the extremely sophisticated rights management software that was built into the gun resulted in older models being in high demand.

She placed the weapon back down on the stall, "I would love to buy it, but I need to get some necessities first."

The Turian nodded, but there was a twitch of annoyance in his mandible, obviously someone had been expecting a sale.

Evalyn cast a glance back and saw that Nihlus was still absorbed in haggling with an Elcor shopkeeper, gesturing angrily at the larger organic. She edged around a group of Blue Suns on patrol, and slowed her pace down as she came to a stall covered in pieces of armour.

The Matron manning the stall took a swift glance at her, eyes narrowing at the exposed metal peeking out from Shepard's coat.

"I don't think the alien appreciates the arm, Shepard." She tensed at the unfamiliar voice, head turning to find a dark skinned human leaned against the stall. She blended in to the environment perfectly, nothing about her, from her stance, to her clothes would have tipped the blonde off, but she knew who this woman worked for in her gut.

She worked to keep the building anger from showing in her voice, "And Cerberus does?"

The shock that briefly registered on the other woman's face brought a muted warmth to her, but she didn't dwell on the feeling instead she began to scan the area subtly. Sending a quick burst for her eye in the sky to start doing likewise, she shot a quick glance to check on Nihlus but found his previous position suspiciously empty.

Could he have been in on this? Unlikely, but always a possibility.

'Male human is approaching you, Ma'am. Partial match to a 'Kai Leng,' a discharged N7 operative.'

Leng was here? Well that just complicated things, her eyes fixed on the shopkeeper, "Can I try on the gear? I'm not going to buy something that I can't wear." The Asari rolled her eyes but waved her acknowledgement, the blonde reaching down and grabbing an item that she was certain even the shopkeeper wasn't even aware of what it was. Then again most people wouldn't be able to spot an Enforcement Gauntlet by sight, but it was one of the few pieces of tech the Batarian's had ever made that was worth looking at.

The darker skinned woman began talking again, "Well of course we appreciate you, Shepard. You have given so much to humanity, and unlike the Alliance, Cerberus knows how to show gratitude to people like yourself."

She held up her arm, admiring the bone white armour that covered her right hand, continuing up the forearm until it ended where a guard protected the elbow, where the gap would be in the plating were she fully armoured. But the tech inside that made this piece special, specifically it was the specialized emitters inside that generated an extremely powerful, but small, kinetic barrier.

The Alliance had been prototyping a larger version that was meant for breaching techniques, but while the human variant was built for defence, this one was built for offense. The projected fields not only extended a user's reach, but also added increased force to their blows, and if they were technically skilled enough the fields could be augmented with tech programs like incinerate.

'He is halfway through the market, Ma'am.'

She flipped the gauntlet over, adjusting a few pieces of plating until she clenched her now covered hand into a fist, and with a nod of contentment she tossed a credit chit on to the stall. The Asari owner grabbed it in surprise, and moved to run it through the terminal behind her.

Leaving Shepard and the Cerberus agent relatively alone, the blonde's held tilting to the side as she studied the woman, "How did you see this ending exactly? I mean you tear my body to shreds on Akuze, and then you hope that I'm too stupid to figure it out and join you?" The woman's eyes widened just a hair, but it was that moment that another message scrolled before her eyes.

'Turn around Ma'am.'

Her left arm flashed with biotic energy as she flung the woman away, while the rest of her body rotated to allow her right hand, now engulfed in numerous crimson plates, to wrap around the blade that had been coming to claim her life, "Hello, Leng."

"Shepard."

Eva had already drawn her Tempest, levelling it at the female Cerberus agent who was struggling to her feet, "Can't say I'm surprised to see you in Cerberus, Leng. You'd fit right in with a bunch of murderous psychopaths." She let a grin pull across her features, "Though if they really wanted me dead, they should have sent someone who could actually do the job."

His reply was cut off by his comrade, "Leng what the hell are you doing? We're supposed to bring her in!"

Eva's eyes narrowed at this, Leng wasn't the type to lie to a comrade just to make a kill easier, and he would have wanted her to know that he was the one who killed her. Which meant he thought someone else was going to get to her first, and as she glanced around she realized just how exposed this area was, "I'm in the killbox," she let out an annoyed sigh, "Shit."

She slammed another throw field into Leng, causing him to spiral into the other Cerberus agent. Eva instantly took off at a run down the shop lined path, throwing up a barrier around herself which caused her to wobble slightly as she was expending a more biotic energy than usual.

A crack filled the air and the people in the market who had already sensed that someone was wrong began to panic, trying to get away from anything that appeared to be a threat, which definitely included the two human's wielding melee weapons.

A staccato of shots rang out, and suddenly Nihlus was shouting on her tactical net, 'Not sure what the hell it is giving me directions but they're got me chasing down their sniper.'

Another high powered shot rang out, and she could hear Nihlus cursing under his breath, 'I'll handle this one, you take the pair on the ground.'

"Sounds like a plan," she turned to see that Leng had recovered, and was making his way towards her, only to be forced to take cover as she lazily fired her machine pistol at him, his shields flaring in response, and she couldn't help but throw out a taunt, "This is a gun, it lets me hurt you from a distance, you fucking idiot."

An annoyed growl emerged from behind her, and she let out a hiss of pain as she dodged just a bit too slow and the assassin's blade lightly slashed through the skin over her shoulder blade. She caught the next strike on the shield of her new gauntlet, and just pulled down the trigger of her tempest and kept it aimed at the lunatic.

His shields flickered, then failed, and she couldn't hide the grimace as she could hear them ping off the armour he must be wearing underneath that ugly jacket, "I've surpassed you, Shepard. I told the Illusive Man that you would just be a liability, and now I will prove it."

Suddenly he was flying through the air, impacting heavily with a metal sign that was advertising some drink called Tupani, "Are you ever going to not fall for that?"

She winced as she moved towards the booth she had visited early, and deftly pulled off the plating on the back and began to reconnect the heavy power cells to the rest of the weapon, her hands a blur as she worked. As soon as power indicators began to flicker to life she could feel her lips pulling into a smile, and she aimed the weapon which had linked automatically with her own targeting systems on her target.

Leng had struggled to his feet by the time a shrill beep filled her ears to let her know that she was locked on him, and she braced herself as the high powered warhead streaked forward, leaving a white contrail behind it as it weaved through the obstacles that the Cerberus operative tried to put in its way.

"Gotta love that classic guidance system."

The distant rumble, followed by a scream of absolute rage let her know that she had hit her target, and slipping the launcher on to her back with the handily included strap wincing as it bounced off the slash Leng had gave her, she drew her pistol and began to make her way cautiously toward her target.

Leng himself had propped himself against a nearby wall, and she was surprised to realize that his legs had been synthetic replacements. She frowned as she realized that perhaps he wasn't protecting his torso with armour, perhaps he had converted his torso to armour, he was insane enough to voluntarily undergo such a procedure after all.

Her foot caught on something, and she glanced down to see his sword lying on the ground before her. She stooped down to grab it and made her way towards the helpless assassin, and with a swift motion plunged the sword through his shoulder and into the metal of the stall behind him burying the blade up to its hilt, before kneeling down to look him in the eye, "I'm leaving you alive, because I owed you a debt. Next time though, I will kill you. And you can let your boss know I have an alternate employment opportunity, so I decline his offer."

She found the other agent quickly, the woman was sobbing quietly where she must have landed after Leng slammed into her, glancing up she saw the approaching blonde and began to splutter, "I swear, I had no idea that this was a kill-op. Please, you can't kill me for something that I would never have wanted to be a part of!" Tears were streaming down the woman's face as she attempted to get enough oxygen to stop from hyperventilating.

The blonde however didn't care and levelled her pistol at the woman, "I'm sure that is a great comfort to all the people who have lost family to the people you work for," she pulled the trigger only to frown in confusion, but as she saw the red error indicator she realized that it had been hacked, "Fuck!"

The darker skinned woman had already slammed into her torso, causing the launcher to go skidding away as the pair tumbled to the ground, a gasp of pain emerging from the blonde as her wound flared from the sudden impact. Eva barely managed to twist her head in an effort to dodge a knife that embedded into the plating to the right of her head, but the other woman had overextended giving her a chance to grasp the other woman's arm in her own hand, leveraging her cyberware's bone crushing strength to halt any future attacks.

"You're good," she conceded to the Cerberus woman on top of her, who only smirked before replying, "And you're breath-taking," suddenly her weight shifted and there was as a pair of lips on her own, and she became very aware that physical pleasure was handled by a different section of her brain. The kiss lasted just long enough that she realized the woman on top of her actually was her type, and this distraction caused her to not register when those lips slipped away, well she wouldn't have noticed if it wasn't for the head-butt that swiftly followed their absence.

Letting out a curse her grip on the operative was lost, and acting purely on instinct she engulfed the woman in a lift field, before lashing out with whatever dregs of power she had left to throw the woman as far as she could.

She collapsed in to a heap as a ragged scream ripped from her lips, pain blossoming in her skull, a visceral reaction to having pushed her body too far it seemed. Her body curled up on itself as she prayed for blackness to take her, all the while the only thing she could hear was the sound of her own screams.

S&S

She slowly came back to consciousness, beginning a subtle test of her body she was able to ascertain two facts. One, she was intact physically, and two, she was being restrained on some sort of table.

"Patient shows signs of conscious thought, good, very good. Actions indicate that she realized she is in a potentially hostile environment, excellent sign for recovery." She could hear a set of footsteps, likely a Salarian from the voice alone, moving about the room but they did not approach her, she tried to open her eyes to track the individual but ended up letting out a hiss of pain as soon as the room's lights hit her eyes.

"Your optic nerve was severely overstimulated, will take some time for it to adjust."

She passed out again at that point, and when she came back around she found that she had adjusted to the lights, and twisted her head to get a look at the back of the Salarian still puttering about the room.

He was wearing an armoured lab-coat, and she could see the tell-tale sign of weapons hidden amongst the coats folds. But it was his missing horn that drew her attention, an identifying marker for one Mordin Solus, and she couldn't help but let out a dark laugh.

He turned around the looked at her, curiosity on his features as she smirked at him, "I've been looking for you Doctor-"

"Please no names." A third voice emerged from the opposite side of the room, and the blonde turned to find a dark skinned Asari lounging on a chair, Aria T'Loak's eyes held a predatory gleam as she raked them up and down the human's form.

Her lips quirked upwards as she locked eyes with Eva, "We both know who he is, but anyone who is listening to us might not. So, he shall be the Doctor, I shall of course be the Queen, and what shall we call you? I assume after all the trouble you have gone to these past few months you don't want to broadcast who you are."

"Lady," she grimaced as her mouth got ahead of her brain, if Nihlus had survived his fight he was going to have a field day with that.

"Lady, rather fitting I suppose." She reached forward and took a drink out of a tumbler that was sitting nearby, "But a Lady should know that she doesn't just traipse into a Queen's castle without permission, shouldn't she."

Shepard inclined her head, "Yes, a Lady should show the proper respect to a Queen, and I had intended on making the proper gestures of respect of course," she flexed against her bonds, confident now that her cybernetics could snap them if she was forced to fight, "But Cerberus forced my hand."

Aria frowned at the mention of the organization, "I thought as much, but your Turian friend refused to confirm my suspicions."

"So, my friend lived?" Aria gave her a small nod, "He said that he'll make contact with you," the Queen gave her a victorious grin, "But, not until I am through with you, he knew better then to fight the Queen."

Aria pushed herself to her feet, towering over the prone human, "Your presence resulted in the Blue Suns grabbing control of one of my personal districts, and I will not have Santiago's minions thinking they can get away with such an action."

She made her way to the room's door, "Once the Doctor has cleared you, I'll have someone get you outfitted for combat. You're going to be doing some exterminating for me."

As the door slid shut behind the Queen, Evalyn let out a sigh of relief, "Can you undo these straps now?"

The Salarian glanced at her before giving a small nod, "Have been going over your scans, fascinating to see a human body exposed to element zero this many times with no negative effects." He pulled off the strap over her right arm, and backed off allowing her to handle the rest of them on her own, "Of course negative is relative, has also resulted in the body's rejection of cloned tissues, unfortunate side effect."

She pushed herself to a sitting position, "Do you know why I blacked out after the fight."

"Yes," he shifted over to the nearby terminal, "Pushing your biotics resulted in the node located in your brain being activated, subsequent pressure on your brain resulted in your loss of consciousness. No permanent damage, but next time you," he shook his head, "Might not be so lucky."

She nodded, "I thought so, I've designed an implant to handle the problem, but I needed someone of your capability to perform the surgery."

Solus quirked his head to one side, "Will do it," he paced a few steps away then spun back around, "But will need a favour," when she went to ask what it was he simply held up his hands, "Can be handled after you have seen to her request, will perform the surgery then as well. Doubtful that she will give you the time to recover from such a procedure were we to do it now."

He waved for her to follow him, "Spare room where you can rest is down the hall, the equipment you had on you is also in there. The Queen said to consider the gear a gift from her."

Shepard sighed, "Nothing is more expensive than a free gift."

Mordin shot her a wide smile at that, "Quite right, Lady."

She sighed internally, Nihlus was never going to let that nickname go now.

S&S

Credit Song: This Dark and Twisty Road by Abney Park

AN: If there are any neurologists or the like who are reading this and just exploded in rage then I'm sorry, I did as much research as I could to make sure that Eva's symptoms seemed like they could theoretically happen but biology was never my best subject.

Speaking of research, fun fact the enforcement gauntlet was actually a cut item from ME 2 where I have to assume it was going to be an upgrade for your melee attacks. So I brought it back for this, giving Eva a mild defensive but mostly offensive melee option, plus power fists are fun!

Feel free to leave a review, or press the buttons below. I'll admit that it makes me feel good about myself.


End file.
